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Counteſle. 


Vw — 


The Countetleof Swenie diſcoucred lirting at a Tyble 
couered with blacke, on which ſtands two blacke Tar 
pers lighted, ſhe in mourning; 


EnterRoB EKTO { omnt of ( yprer,Gvipo Count of Arſen, 
and Signior M1ZALDVS, 


CAl:zaldus. 


RR Hat ſhould we docin this Counteſles darke hole? 
> NO She's(ullenly retyred,as the Turtle: 
D 4 V2) Euery day has beenea blacke daywith her lince 

B22 her husband dyed, and what ſhould weevnruly 

members make here ? 

Guid, As melancholy night maſquesvp heauens face, 
So doth the Euening-(tarre preſent her ſelfe 
Vnto the carefull Shephcards gladſome eyes, 

By which vnto the folde he leades his flocke. 

Mizald, Zownds what a ſheepiſh beginning is here ? 'tis 
ſaidtrue, Loucis ſimple;and it may well hold, and thou art a 
ſimplelouer, 

Rober, Sechow yond Starrelike beauty ina cloud, 
Illumines darkneiTc,and beguiles the Moone 
Of all herglory in the firmament. 
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Mizal., Well aid man i'the Moone. Was ever ſuch Aſtro- 
nomers ? Marry I fearenone of theſe will fall into the righe 
Ditch, 

Robert, Madame. 
Count, Ha « Anna, v hat are my doores vnbarr'd ? 
Az, le allure you the way into your Ladiſhip is opens 
Reb. And God defend chat any prophanc hand 
Should offer ſacniledge to ſuch a Saint, 
Louely 1/abella, by this Jutious kifle, 
That drawes part of my Soule along with it, 
Had | but thought my rude intrultion 
Had wak'd the Doue-likeſpleenc harbour'd within you, 
Life and my firſt borne ſhould not ſatishe 
Such a tranſgreſſion,worthy of a checke, 
Buttchat Immortals wincke at my offence, 
Makes me preſume more boldly :1 am come 
To raiſe you from this lo infernall ſadnelile. 
1/ab. My Lordof Cypres, doe nut mocke my griefe : 
Teares are as due a Tribure to the dead, 
As feare to God, and duty vnto Kings, 
Loue to the Iuſt,or hate vnto the Wicked, 
Rober, Surccale, 
Belecuc it is a wrong vnto the Gods: 
They faile againſt the winde that waile the dead, 
Andlince his heart hath wreſtled with deaths pangs, 
From whole ſterne Caue none trafts a backward path, 
Leaueto lament this neceilary change, 
Andthankethe Gods, for they can giue as good. 
/{ab. 1 waile his lotle | Sinke him tenne cubites deeper, 
] may not ſcare his relurreRion : 
[ will be (\worne vpon the holy Writ 
I mornethus feruent cauſe, he di'd no ſooner ; 
Hee buried me alive, 
And mued mcevplike Cretan Deadala, 
And withwall-ey'd Ieloulic kept me from hope 
Of any waxen wings to flyeto pleaſure, 
But now his ſoulc her Argos eyes hath clo'sd, p 
An 
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Andl amfree asayre. You of my ſexe, 
In the firſt uw of youth vic you the (weets 
Due to your proper beauties, cre the ebbe 
And long waine of vnwelcome change ſhall come, 
Faire women play : ſhe's chaſte whom none will haue: 
Here is a wan of a molt milde alpeR, 
Temperate, cfteminate, and worthy loue, 
One that with burning ardor hath purſued me : 
A donatiue he hath of cucry God; 
eApols gaue him lockes, /oxe his high front, 
The God of Eloquence his flowing (ſpeech, 
The feminine Deitics ffrowed all their bountics 
And beautic on his face : that eye was [uns's, 
Thoſe lips were his that wonne the golden Ball, 
That virgin-bluſh Dsen's : here they meecte, 
As in a ſacred Synod. My Lords, I mult inereate 
A while your wiſht forbearance, 
Ommner, Weobey you Lady. Exit Guidoand Aizald, 
1I/: My Lord,with you haue ſome conference, As. Rob. 
I pray my Lord, doe you woo eucry Lady 
In this phraſe you doe me ? 
Rb, Faircll, till now, 
Loue was an Infantin my Oratory. 
1{ab. And kifle thus too ? 
Rob, I neer was (o kilt, leaue thus to pleaſe, 
Flames into flames, ſeas thou pour'(t into (eas, 
[ſab. Pray frowne my Lord, let me (ce how many wives 
You'll haue. Heigh-ho, you'll bury mel ſee. 
R 06. In the: Swans downe,and tombe theein mine armes. 
1/ab, Then folkes (hall pray invaine toſend me relt, 
Away, you're ſuch another mecling Lord. _ -, | 
Rb. By heaueamy love's as chattcas hou art faire, 
And both exceedecompariſon : by this kille, 
That crownes me Monarch of another world 
Superiour to the firlt, faire;thou ſhalt (ce 
As vnto heauen, my loue (o vatothee. (hand, 
I/ab. Alas poore creatures, when we arc once o'the falling 
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A man may calily come ouervs. 
Itis as hard for vs to hide ourloue, 
Asto ſhut linne from the Creators eyes. 
Itaith my Lord, I had a Months mindevnto you, 
As tedious as a full rip'd Maidenhead, 
And Count of Cypres, thinke my love as pure, 
Asthe firſt opening of the bloomes in Mayy 
Your vertues man nay, let menot bluſhto fay (o : 
And fee for your ſake thus 1 leaue to ſorrow, 
Beginne this ſubtile coniuration with mce, 
And as this T aper, due vnto the dead, 
I here extinguiſh, ſo my late dead Lord 
I put out cuer from my memory, 
That his remembrance may not wrong our loue, Pats owt 
As bold-fac'd women when they wed apother, rhe Taper, 
Banquet their husbands with their dead loues heads, 
K ob. And asI lacrifice this to his Ghoſt, 
With this expire all corrupt tkoughts of youth, 
That famc-inlatiate Diuell Tcaloutic, 
And all the ſparkes that may bring vnto flame, 
Hate betwixt man and wife or breed defame. 
Enter MIZALDVs and MENDOS As 
Guid, Marry Amen, I ſay : Madame, are you that were in 
for all day, now cometo be in for all night? tHownow Count 
Arlena ? 
Miz. Faith Signior not vnlike the condernn'd malefactor, 
That heares his iudgementopenly pronounc'd; 
But I aſcribe to Fate, Ioy (well your loue, 
Cypres, and Willow grace my drooping creſt. 
K ober, We doe entendour Hymetieall rights 
With the next riling Sunne, CountCypres, 
Next to our Bride, chewelcomlt to our feaſt, 
(onnt, Arſ, Saneta Mariawhatthinkſt thou of this change? 
A Players paſſion Ie beleeue hereafrer, 
And ina Tragicke Sceane weepe for olde'Priam, 
When fell reuenging Pi-rhwo with ſuppolde 
And artificiall wounds mangles his breaſt, 
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And thinke it a more wotthya&'rou'me, 
Then truſt a female mourning ore her loue: 

Naught chat is done of womarrfhaltme pleaſe, 

Natures (tep-children rather herdetire. | 
Az. Learne of a well compofted Epigram, 

A womans loue, and thus 'twas ſung vntovs : 

The Tapers that {ſtood on her husbands hearſe, 

Iſabel aduancestoalecond bed : 

Is it not wondrous (trange for to rehearfe 

Shee ſhould ſo ſoone forget her husband deat; 

One houre ? forif the husbands life once fade, 

Both loue and husbandin one graue are laid, 

Bue we forget our ſelues, Tam for che tnarriage 

Of Signior Claridiana, and thefine M*'*, eAbisal. 

Cownt, Arſ, 1 for his arch-foes wedding Signior Rogers, 
and theſpruce M*'*,7 has : but ſee,the ſolemne rites are en» 
ded, and from their ſeuerall Temples they are come, 

Mizal, A quarrell on my life, 

Enter at oxe doore Siomior CLARIDIANA, ABIGAL bi wife, 
the Lady LENTVvLVS with Roſemary as from Church, «At 
the other doore Stgnrir ROGER O and THAIS bs wife, ME N- 
Dosa FoscaArlli, Nephew to the Duke, from the Bridal, 
they ſee one another, and draw, Count eArſena and other; ſtep 
betweene them, 

Clarid, Good my Lord detaine menot,1 will tiltat him. 

Rozero. Remember, Sir, this is your wedding day, 

And that triumph belongs onely to your wife. 

Rozero, If you be noblelet me cut off his head. 

Clarid, Remember o'the other lide,you haue a maiden- 
head of your owneto cut off, 

Rog. le make my marriage day like to the bloudy bridal 
eAlcdes by the fierie Centaurs had. 

Thais. Husband, deare Husband ! 
Rog. Avay with thelc catterwallers. 
Come on (ir. 
Clarid. Thou ſonne of a lew, 
Gnid, Alas pourewench,thy husband's circumcis'd. 
Clarid. 


Clarid. Begot when thy fathers face was toward th'Eall, 
To ſhew that thou would'ſt prove a Caterpiller : 
His Mclhas ſhall not ſaue thee from me, 
lie ſcndtheeto him in collops. 

eAr(en, O trynot incholer fo Sir. 

Keger, Mountebancke with thy Pedanticall ation, 
KRimainex, Buglors, Rhumocers, 

Mend. G:onetlemen, I coniure you 
By the vertucs of men. 

Kog. Shall any broken Quackſaluers Baſtard oppoſe him 
to mee in my Nuptials ? No, but Ic ſhew him better metrall 
then cre the Gallemawfrey his father vicd. Thou {cumme 
of his melting pots, that were chriltned in a Cruſoile,vvith 
Mercurics water, to ſhew thou would'ſ! proue a ſtinging Al 
pis; for all chouſpitt is eLqza forti,andc thy breath is a com- 
pound of poyſons ſtillatory : if I get «ithinthee, had(! chou 
the (caly hyde of a Crocodile, as thou art partly of his na- 
ture, I would leaue thee as bare a> an Anatomy at thelecond 
verwIng, 

Clarid, Thou Iew,of the Tribe of Ga, that ſure, there 
were none here but thou and}I, woule'ltl teach mee che Art 
of breathing, thou wouleſt rurme like a Dromidaric. 

Cler, Thou that art thetal'ſt man of Chiiltendomegwhen 
chou art alone, it thou doſt gnaintaine this to my face, Ile 
make theeskiplike an Ounce, 

Mend, Nay, good lir, be youſhll, 

Roger, Letthe Quackſaluers(onne be till : 

Hisfather was (till, and (Hill, and (hll againe. 
Clarid, By the Almighty Ile (tudy Negromancy but lle 
be rcueng'd. 
Arſew, Gentlemen, leave theſe diſſentions, 
Signior Rogers, you are a Man of worth. 
Clarid, Truc, all the Citic points at him for a Knaue. 

Arſen, You are of like reputation Signior Claridiana : 
The hatred twixt your Grandlires firſt beganne, 
Imputeitto the folly of that age. 

Thele your dillentions may cerca fation, _ 

: 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 


Like to the Capalers and AMontarner, 
Mend, Put it to cquall arbitration, choole your friends, 
The Senators will thinke'emm happy in't, 
Ae, Neneer embrace thetmoake of a Furnace, the quinte(- 
ſence of minerall or (imples,or as I may lay more learnedly,nor 
the ſpirit of Quickeltluer, 
Clarid,Nor | ſuch a Centaure, halfe a man,halfe an Alle,and 
all a lew, 
Arſen, Nay,then wee will be Conſtables, and force aquiet : Exennt a 
Genelemen,keepe'em aſunder, and helpe to perlwade'em. the Men, 
Mend. Well Ladyes,your Husbands behauc'em as luſtily on Afaner Lent, 
their wedding dayes, as crel heard any. Nay Lady widow, you Thats, Abig, 
and I muſt haue a falling: you'reof Signior Mizaldiws Faftion, and Mend. 
and I am your vowed enemic, from the bodkin to the pincalc, 
Harke in your care. 
*A17all, Well Thazs,O you're a cunning caruer : we twothat 
any timetheſc fourtcene yeeres haue called (iſters, brought and 
bred vp together : that haue rolde one another all our wanton 
dreames, talkt all night-long of yourgmen, and ſpent many an 
id|c houre, faſted vpon the (tones on S. e«Fgnes mghttogether, 
practiſed all the petulant afnuroulſneſles that delights young 
Maides, yet haue you conceal'd riot onely the marriage, but 
the man : and well you mighe deceiue mee, for lle be {worne 
you neuer dream'd of him, andit (tands again(t all reaſon you 
ſhould enioy him youneuer dream'd of. 
Thaw, Is not all this the ſame in you ? Did you ever mani- 
felt your Sweer-harts noſe, that I mightnole him by't?zcommen- 
ded his calfe, or his neather-lip ? apparane (ignes that you were 
not in loue or wiſely couered it. Haue you cuer ſaid, ſuch a man 
gocs vpright,or has a better gaee then anyof the reſ(t,as indeed, 
lince he is proued a Aagmefice,l thought chou would(t haue put 
it into my hands what cre 'thad beene. 
Abrg. Well wench, wee haue crolle fates : our Husbands ſuch 
inueterate focs, and we fuch entire friends, but the beſt is we are 
neighbours, and our backe Arbors may afford vilitation freely : 
_ let vs maintaine our familiaritic (till whatlocuer thy huſ- 
d doe vntothec, as I am afraid he will croſle iti cthenicke, 
B T hain, 
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Thais. Faith, youlittle one, If I pleaſe him in one thing, he 
ſhall pleaſe mee in all,that's certame. Who ſhall I haue to keepe 
my counſell if I miſſe thee ? who ſhall reach mee to vie t 
bridle, when the reyncs are in mine owne hand*what to longfor? 
when totake Phylicke ? whereto be'melancholy ? why, we two 
are oneanothers grounds, without which would beno Mulicke, 

Abig. Well ſaid wench, and the Pricke-ſong wee vic ſhall be 
our husbands. 

Thais, 1 will long for Swines-fleſh o'the firſt childe. 

Abg. Wiltoulittletew? Andl to kitſethy husband 
V pon the leaſt belly-ake, This will mad'em. 

Thais, 1 kitlethee wench for that, and with it confirme our 
friendſhip. 

Mend, By theſe (weet lips Widow, 

Lady Lent, Good my Lord learneto ſweare by roate: 
Your birth and fortune makes my braine ſuppole, 
Thatlike a man heated with wines and Juſt, 

Shee that is next your obic&t is your mate, 
Till the foule water haue quenche out the fire. 
Youthe Dukes kin({man, tell me,I am young, 
Faire, rich, and vertuous;I my ſelfewill fatter 
My ſelfe, till youare gone, that are morefaire, 
More rich,more vertuous, and more debonaire : 
All which arc ladders toan higher reach: 
Whodrinkesa puddle that may taſte a ſpring ? 
Who kiſſe a SubieRt that may huggea King ? 

Mend, Yes, the Cammell alwayes drinkes in puddle water, 
And as for huggings reade Antiquities, 
Faith, Madame, Ile bord thee one of theſe dayes. 

Lady. 1, butne'er bed mee my Lord ; my vow is firme 
Since God hath called mce to this noble ate, 
Much to my gricte, of vertuous Widow-hood, 
No man ſhall euer come within my gates. 

Mend, Wilt thouram vpthy porch-hold?O widow, percciue 

You're ignorant of the Louers legerdemane, 
There is a fellow that by Nagicke will afli(t 


To murther Princes inuilible, I can command his (piric. 
h Or 
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Or what ſay youto a fine ſcaling Ladder of ropes ? 
I can tell you, I am a mad wag-haſlter: 

But by the vertuel (ce (cater} in you, 

And by the worthy fame is blazond of you, 

By little { #pi4, that ismighty nam'd, 

And can command my looſer fuliics downe, 

I loue, and mult enioy, yer with ſuch limits, 

As onethat knowes inforced marriage 

To be the Furies lifter, Thinke of me, 

«Amb, Ha, ha, ha. 

Mend, How now Lady, does the toy take you, a*they ſay ? 

eAbiz, No, my Lord, nor doe we take your toy, as they lay, 
This is a childes birth, chat muſt not be delivered b-forea man, 
Though your Lordſhip might be a Mid-wife tor your chinne. 

Mend. Some bawdy riddle is't not? you long nl't be night, 

T hai, No,my Lord, womens longing comes after their mar- 
riage nighe. Silter, ſee you be con(tant now. 

eAb1y. Why,dolt thinke le make my Husband a Cuckold ? 
O here they come. 

Enter at [encrall dooyes Count Arſemith CLARIDIANA:GVIDO, 
with ROGER ©, at another doore, MENDOs Amertes them, 

Mend, Signior Rogero,are you yet qualified ? 

Rogero, Yes : dues any man thinke le goe like a ſheepe to the 
ſlaughter?Hands off my Lord, your Lordſhip may chancecome 
vnder my hands : If you doe,l ſhall ſhew my (ele a Cigi 
reucnge balely. 

Clarid, I thinkeif I were recciuing the holy Sa 
His (ight would make me gnaſh my teeth ternibly:: 
But there's the beauty without paralell,, To Abizal, 
In whom the Graces and the Vertues meete: 

In heraſpet milde Honour fits and ſmiles: 

And who lookes there, were it the ſauage Beare, 
But would deriue new nature from her eyes, 
But to be reconcil'd ſimply for him, 

Were mankindeto be loſt againe, Ide let it, 

Anda new heape of [tones ſhouid ſtocketheworld, 


In hcauen and carththis power beauty hath, x 
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Itinflames Temp'rance, and temp'rates Wrath : 
What ere thou art, mine art thou wiſe or chalte: 
I ſhall ſet hard vpon thy marriage vow, 
And write reuenge high in thy Husbands brow, 
In a (trange Character, You may beginne (ir, 
Mend. Signior Claridiana, | hope Signior Rogers 
Thus employed me about a good office, 
' T were worthy (3cerces tongue, a famous Oration now f 
But friendſhip that is mutuaily embraced of the Gods, 
Andis [oxe: Viher to cach lacred Sinod, 
Without the which hee could not raigne in heauen, 
That ouer-goes my admiration ſhall not vynder-goc my cenſure. 
Thelc hot ns of rage, thatelſc will be 
As fre mid(t yuur nuptiall lolitie, 
Burningthe edge oft trom the preſent Toy, 
And keepe you wake to terror. 
Clarid. 1 hauc nor yet (wallowed the Rhimatrix nor the Ono« 
centaure, the Rimocheros was monſtrous. 
Arſen, Sir, be you of the more flexible nature, and confelle 
an error, 
Clarid. I mull, the Gods of loue command, 
And that brizhe Starre, her eye, that guides my fate. 
Signior Rogero, joy then Signior Regero, 
Rog. Signior, ir, O Diuell. 
Thais, Good Husband ſhew your lelfea temp'rate man, 
Your mother was a woman I dare (wearez 
No Tyger got you, nor no Beare was riuall 
In your conception : you leeme like the itTue 
The Painters limbelcaping from Enuies mouth, 
T hat deuvures all hee meetes. 
Rog. Had the laſt, or the lealt Syllable 
Of this morethenimmorrall eloquence, 
Commenc'd to meewhen rage had beene ſo high 
Within my bloud, that it ore-topt my ſoule, 
Liketo the Lyon when he hearcs the found 
Of Da»; Bowe-ftring in ſome ſhady wood, 
I ſhould haue couch my lowly limbe on carth, 


And 
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Andheld my ſilence a proud acritice, 
Clarid. Slaue, I will tight with thee at any oddes, 
Or name an inſtrument ht tor deſtruRtion, 
That nCer was made'to make away a man, 
lle meete thee on the ridges of the Alpes, 


Oc ſume inhgſpitable wildernelle, 
Starke naked, ar pulh-of-pike, or keene Curt'laxe, 


At Turkiſh Sickle, Babilonian Sawe, 
The aunciene Hookes of great Cedwalleder, 
Or any other heathen invention, 
Thait, O God bletle che man. 
Lent, Counlell him good my Lord. 
Mend. Our tongues arc weary, and he deſperate, 
He does reful=to heare : What ſhall we doe 2 
Clarid. 1am not mad, Ican hearc, I can (ce,I can feele, 
Bur a wile rage in man, wrongs palt compare, 
Should be well nouriſhe as his vertues are : 
Ide haue it knowne vnto cachvaliant (p'rit. 
He wrongs no man thatto himlelte does right, 
{atzo1 ha'done, Signior Rogero, | ha'done, 
A»ſen, By heauen this voluntary reconlilation made 
Freely, and of it (elfe, argues vnfaign'd 
And vertuous knot of loue; So lirs embrace, + . ., 
R ov: Sir, by theconlcienceof aCathohke man, 
And by our mother Churchthat bindes 
And doth attone in amitie with God, 
The ſoules of men, that they with men be one, 
I tread intothe center all the thoughts 
Of il] in mee, toward you, and memory 
Of what from you might oughe diſparage mee, 
Wiſhing vnfaignedly it may lincke low, 
And as vatimely births want power to grow. 
Mend, Chriltianly (aid: Signior what would you haue more? 
(lar, a_ I (weare, you're honeſt arr” 0 
Avſen, Nay (ee now, ftievpon turbulent ſpirit, 
Did he doo't in this Cad = ” 


Clar, 1f youthinke not this ſufficient, you ſhall commaund 
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mee tobe reconcil'd in another forme, as a Rhimietrix or a Ri- 
mocheros, 

Mend, S'bluod, whatwill you doe ? 

Clar, Well, gue mee your handsfarſt, I am friends with you 
(faith : thereupon I cmbrace you, kite your Wife,and God giue 
Vs foy. To Thats, 

Thais. You meane me and my husband, + - 

(lar, Youtake the meaning better than the ſpeech, Lady. 

K oger, The like wiſh I, butne'er can bethe like, 

And therefore wiſh I thee, 

Cler.* By this brighe light that is deriu'd from thee, 

T hats, Solir, you make mea very light creature, 

(ar. Butthatthouartabletied Angell,ſene 
Downe from the Gods rattone mortall men, 

I would havethought deedes beyond all mens choughts, 
Andexecuted more vpon his corps: 
Oh let him chankethe beautic of this cyc, 
And not his reſolute fwordor deſtmic, 
Arſen, What (aiſt thou Afizaldws, come applaud this Iubile, 
. A day theſe hundred yeeres before got eruely knowne, 
\To thele divided faRtions, + - 
Clar, No nor this day had iit beenefalſely borne, 
ButthatI meaneto foundie with his harne, 
Miz. 1likdthe former iatreberter :.chenthey ſbew'd like 
men and Souldiers; now likeCowards and Leachers, 
<Arſen, Well (aid MMizaidus : thou art like the Baſe Violl in a 
Conſort, let the other Inſtrumene wiſh and delightin your high- 
eſt ſenſe, chou art ſtill grumbling, 

Clar, Nay, ſweet receive it, Giues it eAbn;al, 

And init my heart: 

And whenthourcad'ſta mouing{yllable 

Thinke that my ſoulewas Secretary to t. 

Tr is your loue, and not the odious with 

Of my revenge, in tiling himaCuckold, 
Makes mee preſumethus farre: then readc it faire, 
My paſſion's ample as your beauties are. 


. Well ill noe ſhicke with 
x or 4 eArſena, 
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Arſena, And Gentlemen, (lince it hath hapt ſo fortunately, 
I doe entreat wee may all mecte to morrow, 
In ſome Heroick Maſque, to grace the Nuptials 
Of the moſt noble Conntefle of Sweuia, 

Mend, Who does the young Coune marry ? 

Avſen, Oſir, who but the very heire of all her ſexe, 
That bearcs the Palme of beautic from'em all : 

Others compar'd to her,ſhew like faint Starres 
To the full Moone of wonder in her face : 
The Lady I/abelle, the late Widow 

To the dececalt and noble Vicount Hermes, 

Mend, Law youthere, widow,there's one of thelaſt edition, 
Whoſe Husband yet retaines in his colde truncke 
Some littleayring of hisnoble gueſt, 

Yet ſhea freſh Bride as the month of May. 
Lent, Well my Lord;lam none of theſe, 
That haue my ſecond Husband beſpoke, 
My doofe ſhall be a teſtimonie of it. 
And buttheſe noble Marriages cncite me, 
My much ab(ſtraQed preſence ſhould haue ſhew'd it. 
If you come to me, harke in youreare my Lord, 
Looke your Ladder of ropes be ſtrong, 
For I ſhall tie youto your Tackling, 

eA'ſen. Gentlemen, your an{were to the Maſque, 

Ommesr, Your Honour leades, wee'll follow. 

Rogers, Signior { laridrana. 

( larid, I attend you lir, E xrenut ommer, 

Abuall, You'll be conſtant. AMamet Clarid, 

Clay, Abouethe Adamant the Goates bloud ſhall not breake 
Yet ſhallow fooles, and plainer morall men, (me, 
T hat vnderſtand notvvhat they vndertake, 

Fall mtheir owne ſnares, or come ſhore of vengeance, 
No, let che Sunne view vvithan open face, 
Andafterwardſhrinkein his bluſhing cheekes, 
Aſham'd, and curlingotthe fixe decree, 

T hat makes his light bawd tothe crimes of men, 


When hauce ended what I now deviſe, 
Appolioes 
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eMppolioer Oracle ſhall (weare me vvile, 
Strumpet his wife, branch my faiſe-(ceming friend, 
And makehim folter what my hate begot, 

A baſtard, that when age and licknelle (caz: him, 
Shall be a cor liveto his{griping heart: 

le write to her, for whae her modeſtic 

Will not permit, nor my adulterate torcing, 

That bluſhletle Herauld (hall not feare to tell : 
Rogero ſhall know yetthat his foc's a man, 

And what is more, atruc Italian, Exit, 


Finis Att us prims, 


AQus ſecundi Scxna prima, 
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Emer ROBERTO, Lord Cardmal!, ISABFLLA, Lady 
LENTVLYS, ABIGAL and THAIS, Lights, 


Roberto, 
Y grave Lord Cardinail, we congratulate, 
And zealouſly doe entertaine your loue : 
That from your highand divine contemplation, 
You haue vouchſafde to conſumate a day 
Due to our Nuptials : O, may this knot you knit, 
This individuall Gordiant graſpe of hands, 
Inſight of God fo fairely entermixt, 
Neuer be ſcuer'd, as heauen (miles at ir, 
By all the Darts ſhotby infernall 7-e, 
Angels of grace Amen, Amen, ſay to't. 
Faire Lady Widow, and my worthy Milſtreſle, 
Doe you keepe lilence for a wager ? 
Thai, Doe youaske a woman that queſtion my Lord, 
When ſhee inforcedly purſucs what ſhe's forbidden ? 
I chinke if I had beene tycd to lilence, 
I ſhuuld have beene worthy the Cucking-ſtoole crethis time- 
Rob, Youſhall not bemy Orator ( Lady) that pleades thus 
for yoyr ſelfe. 


Ser. 
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Ser, My Lord, the Maſquers are at hand. 

Rob. Giuethem kinde entertainment, Some worthy friends 
of mine, my Lord, vaknowne to mee, too lauiſh of their loues, 
Bring their owne welcome ina folemne Maſque: 

Abigall, Tam gladthere's Noble-men the Maſque 
With our Husbands to ouer-rule them, 

They had ſham'd vs all elſe. 

Thais. Why? for why, I pray ? 

Ab. Nhyimarry they had, come in with ſome Citic ſhew elſe, 
Hyred a few Tinſell coatcs at the Vizard-makers, which would 
ha'madethem looke, for all world, like Bakers in theirlinnen 
baſes, and mealy vizzards,new come from bolting. I ſaw a ſhew 
once atthe Marriage of a Maymficers's daughter , preſented by 
Time: which Time vvas an olde bald thing; a ſeruant, 'twas the 
beſt man;hee was a Dyer,and came in likenetle of the Raine-bow 
in all manner of colours, to ſhew his Art, but the Raine-bow 
{melt of vrine, ſowee were all afraid the property waschang'd, 
and look'd for a ſhower. Thencame in after him , one chat ( it 
ſeem'd) fear'd no colours, a Grocer that had trim'd vp himſelte 
handſomely : hee vvas Juſtice, and ſhew'd reaſons why, And I 
thinke this Grocer, I meanc this luſtice, had borrowed a weather- 
beaten Ballance from ſome Iuſtice of a Conduit, both vyhich 
Scales were repleniſhe vvith che choiſe of his Warez 
And the more liberally to ſhew his nature, 

He gaue euery woman in theroome her handfull. 

[ hais. O great a of [uſtice! vvell, and my Husband come 
cleanly oft withrhis, hee ſhall neer betray his weakenetle more, 
but confelle hunſelfe a Citizen hereafter, and acknowledgethcir 
wit, for alas they come ſhort. 

Enter in the M.i/que, the Count of «+ Arſena, MENDOSA, 
CLARIDIANA, T orch-bearers, They deliner the ſhields to 
their ſenerall Miſtreſſes, that ts to ſay, MENDOSA, to the 
Lady LENTVLEYSS CLARIDIANAYo ABIGAL; ol $A® 


I{ab. Good my py expoliter. Tothe Cardinal 
Card, The Sunheelengy man pointing at it; | 
The Notto, Senſ# « Calarem; 


TR 2M C Faire 
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Faire Bride, fome icruant of yours, that here imitates A 
To haye felcthe heate of Lou: bredin your brighenelle, 
But (erting thus from him, by marriage, 
He onely here acknowledgerh your power, 
And mult expe&t beames of a morrow Sunne, 
Lent, Lord Bridegroome, will youenterprete me ? 
Reber, A able Shield :the word, Yidua ſper. 
What the forlorne hope, in blacke, deſpairing ? 
Lady Lemulws, is this the badge of all yur Sutors ? 

Lew. I by my troth my Lord, if they come to me. 

Rob. 1 could giueit another interpretation, Me thinkes this 
Louer has learn'd,of women, to deale by contrarics : iffo,then 
here he ſaycs, the W: dow is his oncly hope, 

Lewt. No: good my Lord, letthe firſt ſtand, 

Kober, Inquire of him, and heele relolue the doube. 

eAbiy, Venat's here ?a Ship failingnigh her hauen ? 
With good ware belike : 'tis well ballaſt, 

Thais, O, your this deuice ſmels of the Marchant . What's 
your ſhips name, I pray ? The fornlorne Hope ? 

Abigail, No: The Merchant Royal, 

Thas, And why not « Adnentwrer ? p 

eAbiz, Youlceno likelihood of that: would it not faine be 
in the hauen ? The word, Y: tangerem Port, 
Marry, for ought I know, Gud grant it, What's there ? 

Thas. Mine's an Azure ſhicld: marry what cl[c; I ſhould 
tell thee more then I vaderſtand; bur the vvord is, 

Ant precuo, aut precibus, 
Abigall. 1,lſorze Common=counſell deuice. 7 hey take the wo- 
Mend, Faire widow, how like youthis change? my, and daxce 
Lent, | chang dtoo lately to like any, the firft change, 
Mend, O your husband | you weare his memoury like a Deaths- 
For heauens louethinke of mee as of the man (head. 
Whole dancing dayes you lee are not yet done, 
Lent, Yetyoulinkeapace lir, 
Mend, T he fault's in my Vpholſterer, Lady. 
Roger, Thou ſhaltas ſoone finde Truth telling a lye, 
Vertuc a Bawd, Honeltic a Courtier, 
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As metum'd recreantto thy leaſt deſigne: 
Loue makes me fpeake, and hee makes loue divine, 
Thas, Would Louc could make you fo : butt'is his guiſe 
To let vs ſurfer ere hee ope our eyes, 
Abig. You graſpe my handroo hard ifaith, faire fir, Holding ber 
Clar,Notas you graſpe my hart,ynwil ng wanton, by the he#d. 
Were but my breaſt bare and Anatomized, 
Thou ſhould(t behold there how chourortur'ſt it: 
And as eApprier Timb'd the Queene of Loue, 
In her right hand graſping a heart in flames, 
So may \rhee, fairer, but crueller. - 
Abiz. Well lir,yout vizot glues you colour for what you ſay. 
Cle, Grace meto weate this fauour, ris a Iernme 
That vailcs to your eyes, though not ro th'Eagles, 
Andin exchange giue me one word of comfort, 

»Abrg, I marry :1likethis wooer well : 

Hee'll win's pleaſure outo'the ſtones. The ſecond change, 
1/. Change is no robbery: yetin thischange Nabells fals in Tone 

Thou rob'{t me of my hart, ſure (pid's here, with Rogero when 

Diſguis'd like a pretty Torch-bearer, the changer: ſpeak, 

And makes his brand a Torch,that with more ſleighe 

He may intrap weake women: herethe ſparkes 

Fly asin Etna from his Fathers Anuile, 

O powerfull Boy ! my heart's on fire, and vnto mine eyes 

The raging flames aſcend, like totwo Beacons, ' 

Summoning my trongelt powers, butall too late, 

The Conquerour already opes the gate, 

I will not aske Nis name. 

«F637, You dare putit into my hands. 

AMznd, Zounds, doe youthinkel will not ? 

Abig. Then thus, to mourrow (you'll beſecrer, ſeruant.) 

Mend, All that I doe, Ile doe in ſecret. 

Ab.My husband goes to Mawrano torenew the Farme he has. 

Men, Well, what time goes the Takes-farmer ? 

Abig. He ſhall not be long out, but you ſhall put in,l warrant 
you, Haut a care that you (tand iuſt the nicke about fixc a 
clockein the evening; my Maide ſhall conduct you vp.to faue 
C 2 minc 
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mine honor you mult come vpdarxling,and to auoid ſuſpi 


Mend, Zounds,hudwinck d,and if you'll open all lweet Lady, 

eAbeg. But if youtaileto doot, 

Mend, The Sunne (hall faile the day firſt. 

eAbry, Tycthis ring falt, you may be (ure to know, 

You'll brag of this, now you haue brought meto the bay, 
Mend, Poxe o'this Maſque : would 'rweredone,] might 
To my Aputhecarics for ſoine ſtirring meates, 
T ba. Me thinkes (ir, you ſhould bluſh &en through your vizor, 
I have (carce patience to dance out the reſt, 
Rober!, Theworlemy fatethat plowes a marble quarry, ? 
Primaleon yet thy Image was more kinde, 
Although thy loue not halfc ſo true as mine, 
Dance they that li{t, I ſaile againſt the winde. 
Thais, Nay (ir, betray not your infirmities, 
You'll make my Husband icalous by and by; 
We will thinke of you, andthat preſently. 

Guid, The Sphearcs ne'erdanc'd yntoa better tne, 
Sound Mulickethere, 

i/ab. "Twas Mulicke that he ſpake, Thethird change ended, 

Rob, GallantsI thanke you, and Ladies fall off, 
Beginne a health to your Miſtrelles, 

3.07 4. Fairethankes (ir Bridegroome, 

W4b. He ſpeakes not to this pledge, has heno Miſtreſle ? 
Would I mightchoſconefor hin : but't may be Regers dances 
Hee doth adore a brighter Starrethen wee, _ . 4 Lawalto,or 4 

Rob, Sit Ladies ſit, you hauc had [tanding long. Galiard, & in 

Men, Bleile the man:ſprit'ly and nobly done, 1he midſt of it, 

Thais, What, is your Ladiſhip hure ? falleth mto the 

I/ab. Ono, an calc fall, Briet lap, but 
Was I not deepe enough, thou God of Juſt, Rraight apes 
ButTI muſt further wade ? 1 am his now, vp,and dancetb 
As ſure as [uno's Jones, Hymen take flight, it ont, 
And ſee not me, 'tis not my wedding night, Exit 1/abells, 

Card. The Brides departed, diſcontent it ſeernes, 

Rob, Wee'll after her. Gallants, vnmaſqueI pray, 


And taſtea homely banquet we entreate, Ex Reb, Card, 
«nd Lights, 
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Clarid. - (andids Ernigor 1 beleech thee. 
AMen,Come Widow, Le be bold to put you in. 

My Lord will you haue a fociate ? Exit Thais. 
Rog Good gentlemen ifl haue any intereltin you, Lent, Abig. 
Let me depart vnknowne, 'tis a dilgrace 
Of an etcrnall memory. 
Mend, What the fall my Lord,as common a thing as can be, 
the (tiffeſt man in Italy may fall berweene a womans legs, 
Clay, Would I had chang'd places with you my Lord,would 
it had beene my hap, 
Kog, What Cuckold laid his hornes in my way? 
Signior Claridiena, you were by the Lady vvhenlI fell, 
Doe you thinke I hurt her ? 
{lar, You could not her, my Lord, betweenethe legs, 
Rog. What vvas't I fell vvithall ? 
Mend. A croile point my Lord. (vaknowne, 
Rog Crolile-point indeede 2 vycll if you loue me,let me hence 
The lilence yours, the difgrace mineowne. Ex.Cler,& Mend. 
Emer [SABELLA wich a golt Goblet and meeter ROGER ©, 
1/ab. Sir, if Wine were NeQtar Ile beginnea health, 
To her that were molt gracious in your eye, 
Yer daigne,as ſimply 'tis the gift of Bacchus, 
To piue her pledge thar drinkes : this God of Wine 
Canaot inflame me more toappetite, 
Though he be co-lupreme with mightic Loue, 
Then thy faire ſhape. 
Roo. Zounds ſhe comes to deride me, 
1/ab, That kiſle ſhall ſerue 
To be a pledgealthough my lips ſhould (tarue, 
No fricke tv get that vizor frum his face ? 
Ro2. I vvill ſteale hence, and ſo conceale diſgrace. 
I/ab. Sir, haue you left nought behinde ? 
Rog. Yes, Lady butthe Fates will not permie 

(As ems once loſt are (eldome vr neuer found) 

I ſhould conuay it vvith me. Sweete Good-night, 

Shee bends to mee: there's my fall againe. Exu, 

1/ab. He's gone, that lightning that a vyhile doth ſtrike 

-» Our 
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Our eyes with amaz'd brighrneſle, and ona ſudden 
Leaues vs in priſoned darknelle. Luſtthowarthie, 
My ſmiles may well comefrom the Skye. 
emma, eAnna. Emer ANNA. 
Anna, Madame, did you call ? 
1/ab, Follow yond (tranger, prethee learne his name : 
Wee tmy hereafter thanke him, How [ doate? Exit Anna, 
Is heEnota God 
That can command what other men would winne 
With the hard'ſt aduantage ? I mult haue him, 
Or ſhadow-like follow his fleeting pe 
Were | as'Dafhne, arid he followed chaſe, 
Though I reieted youngeAppoloer loue, 
And like a Dreame beguile his wandring (teps, 
Should he purſue me through the neighbouring groue, 
Each Cowſlip talke ſhould trip a willing fall, 
Tilt hee were mine, who till ther am tvs cheall : 
Nor will I bluſh, ſince worthy is my chance. 
Tis faid that Venw with a Satyre lept, 
And how much ſhort came ſhe of my faire aime ? 
T hen Queene of Loue a prefident 1le be, 
To teach faire women learne toloue of mee. 
Speake Muſicke, what's his name, Enter ANNA, 
eAwna, Madame, It was the worthy Count Maſſie, 
1/ab. Bleſt be thy tongue : the worthy Count indeede, 
The worthieſt of the Worthics. Trulty « 4m, 
Halt thou pack'd vpthoſe Monies, Plate, andTewels 
I gauedireRion for? 
eAnns, Yes, Madame, I have truſt vp them, that many 
A proper man has beene trult yp for. 
I/ab, 1 thanke thee, takethe wings of night, C 
Beloued Secretary, and polte with them to Swewie, 
There furniſh vp ſome ſtately Pallace 
Worthy to entertaine the King of Loues 
Prepare it for my comming and my Loves, 
Ere Ph&bu Steedes oncemore vnharnelt be, 
Or erche (port with his beloued T hers, 
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The filuer-footed Goddelle of the Sea, 
Wee will ſet forward. Flye like the Northern winde, 
Or (wifterge,Hane, fleete like to my minde, 
eAs, Tamiuſt of your minde Madame,lam gone, Exit «A». 
I/ab. Soto the houſe of Death the mourner goes, 
That is bereft of what his ſoule delir'd, 
As 1 to bed, Ito my nuptiall bed, 
The heauen onearth : fo to thought (laughters went 
The pale « Andremeas bedew'd with teares, 
When euery minute ſhe expeRed gripes of a fell monſter, 
Andinvaine bewail'd the at of her creation. 
Sullen Night that look'(t with ſuncke eyes on my nuptiall bed, 
With ne'er a Starre that ſmiles vpon the end, 
Mend thy (lacke pace, and lend the malecontent, 
The'hoping louer,and the wiſhing Bride 
Beaines that too long thou ſhadoweſt: or if nor 
In ſpight of thy fixt front when my loath'd Mate 
Shall tiruggle in due plcaſure for his right, 
le think'e my loue, and diein that delight. Exit. 
Enter at ſemerall doorer ABIGAL and THAIS» 
Abig. Thas, youre an carely riler, 
I haue that to ſhew will make your hayre (ſtand an-end. 

Thais, Well Lady,and 1 hauethat to ſhew you will bring your 
courage downe, What would you fay, and | would name a partic 
ſaw your Husband court, kille, nay almoſt goe through for the 
hole ? 

eAbi;, How, how, what would I ſay ? nay, by this light, what 
would I not doe ? If euer Amazon fought better, or mureat the 
face then Ile doe, let meneuer be thought anew marricd vvite. 
Come vnmaſque her: 'tis ſome admirable creature,yvhole beau- 
tic you neede not paint. I warrant you, 'tis done to your hand. 

Thais, Would any vvoman but I, beabuſedto herface ? 
Prethee readethe contents : Know'ſt thou the Character ? 

Avg, Tis my Husbands hand, and a Loue-Lerter : 
But for the contents I finde none 1n it, Hasthe luſtfull monſter, | 
All backe and belly-(teru'd me thus ? What defe does he ſee in 
mee?lle be ſwornewench, I am of as pliant and yeclding body 
to 
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to him,c'en vvhich way hee vvill, hee may turnemee as hee liſt 
himſelfe, What ? and dedicate te thee : 1 marry, here's a ſtile (o 
high,asa man cannot helpe a Dog o'er it. He was wont to write 
to mein the Cicic phraſe;My good Abizal: heres A/orſbment 
of nature,unparaleld cxcelency,ond moſt wnegq nal raritie of creation: 
Three ſuch wordes will turne any honeſt woman in the world 
whore : for a woman is neucr wonne till ſhee know not vyhat 
to anlwere; and beſhrew me if I vnderſtand any of theſe: you 
arc the partieI perceiue, and here's a white ſheete,that your huſ- 
band has promilt me todo penance in:you mult not thinke to 
dance the ſhaking of the ſheetes alone though there be notſuch 
rare phraſes in't, tis more to the matter ; a legible hand, bur for 
the daſh, or the (hee)and (as) : ſhort bawdy Parenthelis as cucr 
you ſaw,tothe purpoſe: hee has not left out a prickelI warrant 
you, wherein he has promilt to doe me any good, but the Law's 
in mine owne hand, 

Thais, 1 cuer thought by his red beard hee would proue a 
Indas, here am1 bought and folde; hee makes much of me jn» 
deede. Well wench,we were belt wiſely intime ſecke for preuen- 
tion, I ſhould be loath to take drinke and dic on't, as I am afraid 
I ſhall that heewill |ye with thee. 

Abig. To be ſhort ſweete hart, Ile be true to thee, though a 
lyer to my Husband : I haue ſigned your Husbands bill like a 
Wood-cocke as hee is held, perſwaded him ( lince noughe but 
my loue can afſwage his violent paſſions) hee ſhould enioy, like 
a privatefricnd,the pleaſures of my bed : I rolde him my Hul- 
band was to goe to Mawrano to day,to renew a Farme hee has, 
and in the meanetime hee might be tenant at will, tu vſe mine ; 
this falſe fire has ſotooke with him, that he's rauiſht afore hee 
come.I hauec had ſtones on him all red : doſt know this : 

Thaz. l,too vvell, it bluſhes for his M's Points to the ring. 

eAb1gall, Now my Husband will be hawking about thee anon, 
And thou can(t mecte him cloſcly, 

Thais, By wy faith I would be loath in the darke-, and hee 
knew mee. 

eAbig, I meane thts: the ſame occaſion will ſerue him too, 
they are birds of a feather, and vvill fiye together, 1 Ra 
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thee wench, appoint him to come : ſay that thy Husband's gone 
for Mawrano, and tell mee anone if thou mad'ſt not his heart- 
bloud ſpring, for ioy, in his face. 

Tha. I conceiue you not all this while. 

Abiz. Then th'art a barren woman, and no meruaile if thy 
Husband loue thee not : the houre for both to come is (ixe, a 
dark time fit for purblinde louers;and vvith cleanly contayance 
by the niglers our maids, they ſhall betranſlared into our Bed- 
chambers. 

Your Husband into mine, and mine into yours, , 

Thais, But you meane rhey ſhall comein at the backe-dores, 

Avg. Who, our Husbands ?nay,andthey comenotin atthe 
fore-dores,there will beno pleaſure in't. But we two'will climbe 
ouer our garden- Pales,and come inthat vvay, (thechaſteſ} char 
are in Venice vvill ſtray for a good turne)and thus vvittily vvill 
wee be beſtowed, you into my houſe to your husband, and I 
intu your houſe to my husband, andT vvarrant theebefore a 
month come to an end, they'll cracke louder of this nights- 
lodging, then the Bed-ſ(teads, 

T hay, All is if our Maids keepe ſecret. 

Abir, Mine is a Maid Ile beſworne, ſhee has kept her ſecrets 
hitherto, 

Thair. Troath, andI neuer hadany Sca-captaine borded in 
my houſe. | 

Abiz. Goetothen: and the better to auoid ſuſpirion, 

Thus wee mult inſiſt, chey muſt come vp darkling, recreate 
themſclues with their delight an houre or two, and after a mil- * 
lion of kitles, or fo, 

Thais, But is my husband content tocome darkling ? 

eA'ig. What nottofaue mine honour ? heethat vvill runne 
through fire, as hee has profeſt, will by the heate of his loue, 
grope in thedarke. I warrant him he ſhall ſaue mine honour. 

T hais, I am afraid my voyce vvill diſcouer mee. | 

Abig. Why then, you're beſt ſay nothing, and take it thus 
quietly when your husband comes. 

Thais, 1, but you know a vvoman cannot chuſe but ſpeake 
in theſe caſes. : 

D eMbig. 


The inſatiate Counteſs. 


e4big. Bite in your neather.lip, and I vvarrant you, 
Or make as if you were vvhifhng Tobacco, 
Or puich like me. Gods-lo, I hearethy Husband. Exit, 
Thau. Farewell vvile-woman, 
Emer MIZALDVS. | 
Aza!., Now gins my vengeance mount highin my luſt : 
*Tis arare creature; ſhee'll do't i' faith ; 
And lamarm'd at all points, A rare whiblin, 
To be reyeng'd, and yer gaine pleaſure in't, 
One hcight aboue reuenge: yet vyhat a ſlaueam I, 
Are there not younger Brothers enough, but vye mult 
Branch oneanother ? oh but mine's reucnge, 
Andwho on that does dreame 
Mult be a Tyrant cuer inextreame. K 
O my Wife Thai get my Breakefalt ready, | 
1 mult into the Country toa Farme I haue 
Sometwo miles off, and, as 1 thinke, + 
Shall not come home tonight. laques, Jaques, 
Get my Vellell ready to row me downe the River. 
Prethee mekebaſt Swe girle. Exit Mizal, 
Thais, So,there's one foaole ſhipt away:are crolle-points 
diſcoucr'd? Get nd ader 6A 
By this lightIle ener en NE = 
I haue beene too [paring of that you igally offer 
dd as a to another: well you poo prodigen) foole hereafter. 
* Thefineltlightis when vve firſt defraud; 
Husband to night 'tis I muſt lie abroad. Ex. 
Enter | SABELLA anda Page with Leiter, 
1/ab. Here, take this Letter, bearc it tothe Count: 
But Boy, firſt ell me;think'ſtchou TT am in loue ? 
Page. Madame, Icannottell. 
1/ab. Can{tthounorrell 7 Dolt thou not ſee my face ? 
Is notthe facethe 1n4-x of theminde ? 
And canft thou riot deſtinguiſh Loueby that ? 
Page. No Madame, 
Iſab. Thentake this Letter and deliver it 
Vntothe worthy Count. No, fievpon him, 


The inſatiate Connteſſe, 


Come backe againe : tell me, why ſhouldſt thouthinke 


Thatlame'sa Lovue-letter? 
Page. Idoec not thinke ſo Madame. 
Ik 

To hold the wrong opinion. Tell me true, 


_ 


I know choudoſt : for thou doſt cuer vic 


Doſt thou notthinke that Letter is of Loue ? 


Page. If you vvould have methinke ſo Madame, yes, 


I{ab. What doſt thou thinke thy Lady is ſo fond ? 


Giue methe Letter, thy ſclfc ſhall (ce it. 
Yet [ ſhould teare it in the breaking ope, 


And make him lay a wrongfull charge on thee; 


And ay thou brok'(t igopen by the vvay; 


And ſaw vyhat haynousthings I charge himyvith:; 


But'cis all one, the Letter is not of louc, 
Therefore deliver it vnto himlclfe, 


And tell him hee's deceiu'd, I doe not loue him, 


But if hethinke (o bid hia come to me, + 


And lle confute him ſtraight; le ſhew him reaſons, 
He ſhew him plainely why I cannot loue him, 


Andif he hapto readc it in thy hearing, 


Or chanceto tell thee that the vvordes vvereſweet, 
Doe not thou then diſcloſe my lewde entent, 
Vnder thoſe Syren vvordes, and how I meanc 


To vic himvvhen I hauc him at my vvill : 


For thenchou wile deſtroy the plot that'slaid, 
And make him feare to yecld vvhen Idoevviſh 
Onely to haue him yeceld; for vvhen I haue him, 
None bue my ſ(elfe ſhall know how I vvill vſc him, 
Be gone, why ſtayelt chou? yet returne againe. 


Page, 1 Madame. 


Iſab, Why doſt thou come again 21 bad thee goe. 


If I ſay, Goe, never returne againe. 
My bloud, like to a troubled Ocean, 


Exu Page. 


Cuff'd vvith the Windes, incertaine where to reſt, 


Buts at the vrmoſt ſhare of cuerylimbe. 


My Husband'snotthe man 1 vyould hauc had: 


O my new thoughts —Q 
2 


The inſatiate Connteſſe, 
Was fixtto that hid fire Louers feele: 
Where vvas my minde before,that refin'd iudgement, 
That repreſents rare obieQsroour paſſions ? 
Or did my luſt beguile me of my ſence ? 
Making me feaſt ye fuch dangeruus cates, 
For preſent want, thar needes muſt breede a ſurfcir : 
How was | ſhipwrackt ? yer //abella thinke 
Thy Husbandis a noble Gentleman, young, wiſe, 
And rich: thinke what Fate followes thee, 
And nought but lult doth blinde thy worthy loue: 
1 will defiſt. Ono, it may not be, 
Euen as a head-ſtrong Courſer beares away 
' His Rider, vainely ſtriving him co Ray. 
Or as a ſodaine gale th into Sca 
The Hauen-touching Barke, now neare thelez: 
So waucring Cwpid brings mebacke againe, 
And purple Loue reſutnes his Darts againe: 
Here of themſelues, thy ſhafts come as if ſhut: 
Better then I thy quiver knowes'em noe 
Enter Count eArſena, and a Page, 

Paze. Madame :the Count. 

Rog. Sofell the Troianwanderer on the Greeke, 
And bore away his raviſhe prizeto Troy : 
For ſuch a beaurie, brighterchen his Dane. 
Tome ſhould { me thinkes) now come himſelfe againe + 
Louely //abella,1 confelſe me morrall : 
Nor worthy to ferue thee in thovght, I ſweare, 
Yer ſhall not this fame ouer-flow of fauour 
Diminiſh my vow'd dutie to your beauty. 

[{ab. Your loue,my Lprd,l bluſhingly proclaimeit, 
Hath power to draw met ha wilderneſle, 
Wer't artm'd with Furies, as with furivus Beaſts, 
Boy,bid our Trainebe ready,wee'llro hurſe,, Ex,Page, 
My Lord, I ſhould ſay fumerhing, butI bluſh, 
Courtingisnot befitting to our ſexe, 

Ko, Ile teach you how to woo, 
Say you hauclou'd me long, 


The inſatiate Counteffe. 


And tell me that a womans feebie tongue 
Was neuer tuned vnto a wovinþ-(tring 
Yet formy fake you will forger your ſexe, 
And courtmy Loue wjth ſtrain'd Immodeſtie, 
Then bid me make you happy witha kitle. 
1{. Sir,though women doe not woo, yet for your lake, 
I am content ro league that ciuill cuſtome, 
And pray you kille mee, 
Kog., Now vic ome vnexpeRtvmbages, 
To draw me further into Valcenes Net, 
1/ab. You loue not mee {o wellas I loue you, 
4 Faire Lady, but I doe. 
I{ab. Then ſhew your loue. 
Rog. Why inthis kille 1 ſhew't,and in my vowed ſeruice, 
This wooing ſhall ſufhce, 'ris calier farre 
To make the currentof a liluer-brooke 
Conuert his flowing backeward to his Spring, 
Then turne a woman wooer. There'sno cauſe 
Can turne the ſ(erled courſe of Natures Lawes, 
[/ab. My Lord, will you purſue the plot ? 
Rog. The Letter giues direCtion herefor Pauic. 
To horſe, to horſe : thus once Eridece, 
With lookes regardiant, did the Thracias gaze, 
And loſt his gitt, while he delir'd the light. 
But wiſcr |, lead by more powerfull charme; 


Ide ſce the wurld winne thee from out mine arme, Exran, 


Enter at ſemerall dowes, CLARIDIANA and GVIDO. 


G.Zounds,is the Huritano comming? Cleridiana what's the A rrampl; 
Clar.The Countelle of Sweuia has new taken horſe, (matter? of Horſes 


Flye Pheaiw,flye.the houre is lixe a clocke. 
G»41, Whither is ſhee going Signior ? 
Clarid. Euenas lone went to mecte his limile, 

To the Diuclll chinke, 

Guido, Youknow not wherefore ? 
Clay, To lay footh I doenor, 
So in inmorrall wile ſhall I ariuc. 


Gaid. Atthe Gallowes, What ina patſion Signior ? 
D 3 


Clarid, 


Clarid, Zounds, doe not hold me fir: 
Beautious Thais, I am all thine wholy. 
The ſtatte is now aduancing for the Reſt, 
And when I tilt, Afrcal/dus aware thy Creſt, Exit. 
Enter ROBERKRTO,t bis Night-gowne, and Cap,with 
Sernants, bee khneeler downe. 

Guid, What's here ? the capring Cods-headgilting inthe aire ? 

R eb, The Gods ſend herno Horle, a pooreolde age, 
Eternall woe, and licknefle laſting rage. 

Gmid, My Lord,you way yer 0cretake'em, 

R ob, Furies ſupply that place, fosI will not: no, 
Shee that can forlake mee when pleafure's inthe full, 
Freſh and vntir'd, what would ſhe ontheleaſt barren coldnes ? 
[ warrant you ſhe has already got 
Her Brauoes, and her Rufhans : che meaneſt whore 
Will hauc one buckler, but your great ones more, 

The ſhores of Sicilie retaines not ſuch a Monſter, 
Though to Galley-ſlaues they daily proſtitute. 
Toletthe Nuptiall Tapers giue light to her new luſt, 
Who would haue thoughtit ? 

$Shee that could no moreforſake my company, 

Then can the day forſake the glorious preſence of the Sunne. 
When I was abſent, then her galled eycs 

Would haue ſhed Aprill ſhowers, and out-wept 
Theclouds inthat (ame o'er-paſſionate moode : 

When they drown'd all the world, yet now forſakes me: 
Women your eyes ſhed glances like the Sunne : 

Now ſhines your brightneſſe,now your light is done, 
Onthe ſweereſt Flowers you ſhine,'tis but by chance, 
And onthe baſeſt Weede you'll waſte a glance. 

Your beames once loſt can never more be found : 
Vnletle we waite vntill your courſe runneround, 

(And take you at fft hand.) Since I cannot 

Enioy thenoble title of a man, 

But after-ages, as our vertues are 

Buryed whilſt we are liuing, will ſound out 


My infamie, and her degenerate ſhame; 


The inſatiate Counteſſs, 


Yet in my life Ile ſmother'tif I may, ; 
And, like a dead man, to the world bequeatty 
Theſe houſes of vanitic, Mils, and Lands. 
Take what you will, I will not keepe among you Seruants, 
And welcome ſome religious Monaſteric, 
A true {worne Beads-man lie tereaſter be, 
And wake the morning cocke with huly prayers. 
Ser. Good my Lord : noble Maſter. 
R ob, DillwiJe me not, my will ſhall be my King; 
I thanke thee Wife, a fairechange thou haſt given, 
I leaue thy luſt to woo the Loue of Heauen, Exit cum era, 
Guid. This is conuerſion,is'tnot ? as goed as might have beene, 
He turnes religious vpon his Wiues turning Curtezan. 
This is iuſtlike ſome of our gallant Prodigals, 
W hen they haue conſum'd their Patrimonies wrongfully, 
They turne Capuchins for deuotion, Exit. 


Finis AF us ſecundi. 


AQus tertyy Scxna prima. 


CLARIDIANA,and RoGERo being ina readineſle, arc recei- 


ued in at one anothers houſes by their Maids, 


Then Enter MENDOS A, witha Pagegothe Lady LENTVLYS 
Window, 


HMendoſa, 
Ighte like a folemne Mourner frownes on carth, 
Enuying that Day ſhould force her doffe her roabes, 
Or Phabu chaſe away her Mclancholy. 
Heauens eyes looke faintly through her ſable maſque, 
And liluer Cinrbia hyes her in her Sphare, 
Scorning to grace blacke nights ſolemnitie. 
Be vnpropitious Night to villaine thoughts, 
Bur let thy Diamonds ſhine on vertuous loue : 
This is the lower houſe of high-built heaven, 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 
Where my chaſte Phebe firs, inthron'd 'mong thoughts 
So purely good, brings her to heauen on = 
Such power hath ſoules incontemplagion. 
Sing boy(though nighe yet)like the Mornings Larke: AXuſicks 
A loulcthat's cleare1s light,thuugh heauen be darke. players. | 
The Lady L:NTVLY$g at bor window, | 
Lent. Who ſpeakes in Mulicke to vs? | 
Mend, Sweet,'tisI, Boy, leaueme,andto bed. Exit Page, 
Lem, I thanke you for your Mulicke : nowgood-nighe, 
Aden, Leauc not the World yet, Queene of Chaſtiie, 
Keepe promiſe with thy Loue Endimen, | 
And let mee mecte thee there on Latmus rp, 
Tis I whoſe vertuous hopes arc firmely fixe 
Onthe fruition of thy chaſte vow'd loue. 
Lemr,My Lord, your honor made me promilec your alcentinto 
my houſe, ſince my vow barr'd my doorcs, 
By ſome witsengine, made for theft and lult : 
Yet for your Honour, and my humble fame, 
Checke your blouds paſſions, and returne deare Lord: 
Suſpition is a Dogge that (till doth bite. 
Withouta caule, thisa& gives foode ro Enuyz 
Swolne big,itburſts, and poyſons our cleare Hames, 
Mev, Envy is ſtingleſſe when ſhe lookes on thee, 
Lent, Evuy is blinde, my Lord, and cannot ſce. 
Men. If you breake promile,faire, youbreake my hart. 
Lent, Thencome, Yetſtay, Aſcend, Yer let vs part. 
| _ yet know not what I feare : _ 
Your Love's precious, yet mine Honor's deare, 
Mend, 1 1 doe bane thy Honor with foule luſt, 
May Thunder ſtrike me,to ſhew /owe is iult. 
Lent, Then come my Lord,on carth your vow is giuen, 


- | 


This aide le lend you. He thrower vp a ladder of cord;, 
AM: Thus I mount my heauen, which oe makes faſt ts ſome part 
Recciue me ſweete, . of the window, he aſends, and at 


Lew. O mevnhappy wretch. op fals. 
How fares your Honour ? (peake Fate-crolt Lord. 
If life retainc his ſeate within you, ſpeake; 


Elſe 


* 


The inſatiate Counteſſe., 
Elſe like that Seftias Dame, that ſaw her Loue, 
Calt by the frowning billowes, on theſands, 
And leanedeath ſwolne big with the Heleſpont, 
In bleake Leaders body, like his Loue, 
Come l to thee, one gran ſhall (crue vs both. 
Mend. Stay miracle of women, yet I breathe, 
Though death bc enter'dinthis Towerof fleſb, 
Heeis not conquerour, my heart ſtandsour, 
And yeelds to thee, ſcorning histyranny, 
Lent. My doores are vow'd ſhut, and [ cannot helpe you, 
Your wounds are mortall, wounded is mine Honour, 
If there the Towne-guard hnde you. Vahappy Dame, 
Reliefe is periur'd, my vow kept, ſhame. 
What helliſh Deſtinie did ewilt my fate ? 
Mend, Reſt ceazerthine eyc-lids; be nt paſſionate : 
Sweet ſleepe ſecure, le remouemy {elte. 
That Viper Enuy (hall not ſpot thy fame : 
Ile take rharpoyſon with me, my ſoules reſt, 
For likea Serpent, [le creepe on my brea(}, 
Lent; Thou more then man, loue-wounded t ioy and griefe 
fighe in my bloud. Thy wounds and con(tancie 
Are buth ſo ſtrong nune can haue victory. 
Mend, Darkenthe world, carthwQueene, get thee to bed; 
The earth islight while thoſe ewo Starres are (pread : 
Their ſplendor will betray me to mens eyes. 
Vailethy brighe face : for if thou longer (tay, 
Phe wilt rife tothee, and makenight day. 
Lent, To part andleaue you hurt my ſoule doth feare, 
Hend, To part from hence | cannot, you being there- 
Lent, Wee'll moue together, then Fate Loue controules, 
Andas we part ſo bodies part from ſoules, "> 
Mend, Mine is the carth, chinethe refined fire : 
I am mortall, thou divine, then ſoule mount higher. 
Lent, Why then take comfort feet, Ile ſee'ou tomorrow. Exv. 
Men My woundsarenothing, thy lolle breedes my lorrow. 
Sce now tis darke. 
Support your Maſter, legges, a little ou : 


Faint 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 
Faint not bolde heare with anguiſh of my wound : 
Try further yet, can bloud weigh downe my (oule ? 


Dehire is yaine without abilitie, He ftaggars on, and 
Thus fals a Monarch, if Fate puſh athim, «hen fair downe, 
Emer a ( aptame and the Watch, 


Capt, Come on my hearts;we are che Citics ſecuritie, Ile giue 
you your charge, and then like Courtiers cucry man (pye out : 
letnoman in my company be afraid to ſpeake tua Cloakelined 
with Veluet,nortremble at the ſound of a gingling Spurre, 

1 arch, May | neuer be counted a cock of the game,if I feare 
Spurres : but be gelded like a Capon fur the preſerving of my 
VOYCe, 

( «p. Te havenone of my Band refraine to ſearch a venexiall 
houſe, though his Wifes ſiſter be a lodger there : nor take two 
ſhillings of the Bawd to ſaue the Gentlemens credits that are 
aloft: and ſolike voluntary Pandars leaue themyto the ſhame of 
all Halbardiers, 

2. Nay,forthe Wenches, weell ticklethem, that's flat. 

Cap, If you meete a Shewoiliers, that's in the groile phraſe, a 
Knight, that ſwaggers in the (trecte, and being taken, has no mo-« 
ney in his Purſe ro pay for his feesz it ſhall be a part of your duty 
to entreate me to let him goe. 

1, O meruailous his there ſuch Shenoibbers ? 

2, Some 200.thar's thelcaſt,that arc reucal'd, IMend.grones, 

Cap. What groaneis that ?bring a light, Who [yes there ? 
It is the Lord AMendoſa, kinlimanto our Duke. 

Speake good my Lord, relate your dire milchance : 

Life like a fearefull ſeruant flyes his Maſter, 

Art mult attoneth&n, or'th' whole man is loſt. 

Conuay him to a Surgeons, then returne : 

No place ſhall be vnſearch'd vniill we finde 

The eruth of this miſchance.Make haſtcagaine. Exv the Watch. 
Whole houſeis this ſtands opentiin,and ſearch, Adanct Capram. 
What gucſts that houſe containes, and bring them fortb, 
This Noble-mans misfortune ſtirs my quiet, 

And hls my ſoule with fearefull fantalies. 

But Ile vawinde this Labyrinth of doube, 


Elſe 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 
Elſe induſtry ſhall loſe part of it (elfes labour. 
Who haue we there ?Signiors cannot you tell vs 
How our Princes kin{man came wounded tothe death 
Nigh to your houles. Ag | 

Rog, Hey-day; croſle-rutfe at midnight. Is't Chriſtmas ? 
You gue a gaming to yourneighbours houſe. 

Clary. Dolt make a Mummer of me Oxe-head ? 

Cap. Make anlwere Gentlemen, it doth concerne you, 

Kog, Oxc-head will beare an aQtion; Ile ha'the Law; le not 
be yoakt, Beare vvitnefle Gentlemen, he cals me Oxc-head, 

(ap. Doe you heare (ir ? 

Clarid, Very well, very well, take Law and hang thy (elfe, 1 


carenot, Had ſhe no other but that good face to doate ypon ? 


Ide rather ſhe had dealt vvith a dangerous French-man, then 
with ſuch a Pagan. ; 
Cap, Are you mad? anſwere my demaund. 
Rog. | amas a Chriltian as thy (elfe, 
Though my Wife haue now new chriltned mee. 
Cap. Are you deafe, you iake no anſwere? 
Clar. Would I had had the circumciling of thee Iew,lde ha' 
Cut ſhort your Cuckold-maker, | would ifaith, I would ifaith, 
{ ap. Away with them to prilun; they'll anſwere better there, 
Rog. Not tofalt Gentlemen : vyhat's our crime? 
Cap, Murther of the Dukes kinſman, Signior Mende/a. 
«Amb. Nothing clſe ? vve did it, vve did ir, vve did it. 
Cap, Take Gentlemen vvhat you confeſle, 
Cla.lle confeſle any thing (inceI am madea foole by a knaue. 
Ile be hang'd like an innocent, that's flat, 
Rog, lle not lee my ——— ſtead of a Quacklaluer, 
you ſhall put out mineeyes,and my head ſhall be boughe ro make 
lncke-hornes of, | 
Cap. Youdoe confelle the murder ? 
Clar, ir, tis true, . 
Done by a faithleiſe Chriſtian and alew. 
Cap. To priſon vvith them,ee will heareno further, 
The tongue betraycs the heart of guilty murder, 
Exemnt Ommes, 


E 2 Enter 


| 
' 


Enter the © 
Watch, with | 
( laridiana 
and R ozero 
taken in one 
another; how- 
ſes, im ther 
ſhirts and 
wight-gowner, | 
they ſee one 
another, 


The inſat iate Connteſſe, 


Enter Count Gv1D0, ISABELLA; ANNA, and Servants. 
Grid, Welcometo Pavy (weet, and maythis kifle 
Chaſe Mclancholy from thy company +. 
Speake my ſoules ioy, how fare you aſter travaile, 
1/ab. Like onethat ſcap@b darigers bnthe Seas, 3 
Yet erembles vvith cold cpm yy on land, ; | 
With bare imagination of what's pa | 
Gm, Feare keepevvithcowards, airee(tars Cannot moue, | 
1/ab, Feare in this kinde,my Lord, doth (weeten love. | 
Guid, Tothinkefearc foy (deare ) I cannot coniecure, | 
I(ab, Feare's lire to ferucncie, 
Which makes loues{weet prone Near : | 
Trembling delire, feare, hope, and doubtfull leaſure, | 
Ditill from loue the-Quineetlence of pleaſure. 
Gmid. Madame, I yeeld to you; Feare keepes vvith Louc, 
My Oratorie is too weake againſt you : 
You hauethe ground of knowledge, vvilc experience, 
Which makes your argument inuincible. 
Ifab, Youare Times Scholler, and can flatter weakneſle- 
Gasd, Cultome allowes it, and vve plainly ſce 
Princes and women maintaine flatterie. 
Iſab, «Amna,goclce my lewels and my Trunckes 

Be aptly placed in their (cueral] rooms, Exit Anna, 

Enter GNLlACA Count of Gaza mith Aummdants, | 

My Lord,know you this Gallant? 'tisa compleate Gentleman. 

Gmid, ] doey'tis Count Gniaca, my endeared friend, 
Guiac, Welcome to Pauie, vvelcome fairell Lady : 

Your ſight deare friend, is lifes reſtorariuc, 

This day's thepariod of long-wiſh'd cgnreat, 

More vyclcome to methen day to the vyorld, | 

Nightto the vvearyed, or gold roa Mizer; 

Such ioy feeles Friendſhipin Sorieric. / | 
1{ab. A rare ſhap'd man : compare them bath together, 
(id, Our loues are friengly twins, both ata bi 

The1ioy you talte, that ioy doe Iconceiue, 

This day's the Jubile of my defire, 
1/ab... He's fairer then hevvas vyhen firſt I Gw him. 


This 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 
This littlerime makes him more excellent. 


Gniac, Relate ſome newes, Harke you, what Lady's that i 
Be open breaſted,ſo will Leo thee. T bey whiſper, 


1/ab., Error did blinde him chat paints Love blinde; 
For my Loue plainly judges ditterence ; 
Loue is cleare lighted, and vvith Eagles eyes, 
Vndazeled, lookes vpon bright Sunne»beam'd beauty : 
Nature did rob herelfe, when ſhe wadehim, 
Blu(hing to (ce her vyorieexcell her felfe, 
Tis ſhape makes mankinde femelacie. 
Forgive me Rogero, tis My Fate 
To louethy friend, andquie thy loue vvith hate. 
I mult enioy him, lethope4hy paſſions [mother : 


Faith cannot coole bloud;lle clip-him,wer't my brothers 


Such is the heate of my lincere affection, 
Hell nor carthcankeepe loar in ſubietion. 
Gnia. | craue your Honors pardonmy Ignorance 
Of what you were, may gainc acurteous pardon, || 
Hf. There needesno pardon,wherethere no off 
His tongue (trikes Mulicke rauiſhing my ſenſe: 
I mult be ſodaine, elſe deſire conforinds me. 
Guid, What (port attords this Climate for delight ? 
Gma, We'll hawke and hunt todey,as for to morrow 
Varictic ſhall feedevarictie, 
1/. Diſhmulation womens armour is, 
Aide loue bclicte, and female conſtancie. 
Oh, 1 am ice my Lord, kinde: Rogers helpe me. 
G «149, Foricad it heauen, Madame lit; how fare you 7 
My liues beſt comforeſpeake, Ofſpeake ſncet Saint, 
If. Fetch Arttokeepe life, runne my Lou, I faint : 
My vitall breath runnes coldly through-my veynes, 
I (ee leane Death vynheyes imaginarie, | 5 1 |! 
Stand fearefully before me : here my end 1 (1. 
Avvife vnconltant, yer thy Jouingfriend. | 


Geid, As ſwift as thoughe,flic Ito wiſh thee aide, Exit.” 


1/ab, T hus innocence by craftis ſoone berrgi 
My Lord Gniace, 'tis your Art mult heale me, * 
E 3 


I am 


The inſatiate Counteſſe, 
I am loue-{jcke for your loue; loue, louc, for lowing : 
I bluſh for (peaking truth; faire Sir beleene me, 
Beneath the Moone nought but your frowne can grieve me. 
Gmaca, Lady,by heaucngmethinkes, this fit is (trange. 
1/ab, Count not my loue light forthis ſodainechange: 
By ( *pid: Bow I (weare, and vvill ayow, 
I neuer knew true perte&t louetill now. 
Gmiac, Wrong nut your (clte, me,and your deareſt friend, 
Yourloue is violent, and ſoonevvill end, 
Loucis not Louc vnleſle Loue doth perſcuer, 
That louc is perfe& loue, that loues for euer, 
Iſab. Such loucis mine, belecuec it vvell-ſhap'd youth, 
Though vvorhenvfetolye, yer; 
Giue {cntence for my liteor ſpeedy death : 
Can you alket me? | 
Gmac, ] ſhould belye my thoughtseo giue denial], 
But then to friendſhip I mult wrne dilloyall : 
I vvill not vyrongmy friend, lerthat ſuffice. 
1/ab. lle be a miracle, for Joue a woman dyes, Offers to ſtab 
Gn, Hold madame;theſe are ſoule killing paflions. ker ſe/fe. 
Iderather wrong my friend then you your (elfe. 
1/ab, Loueme, or clſcby owe death 's but delaid : 
My vow is fixt in heauen, feare ſhall not moue me, | 
My life is death vvith cortures lefle you loue me. | 
Guia, Giue me ſomerelpite, and I will reſolue you, 
Iſab, My heartdenies it. 
My bloudis violent, noworelſe neuer, 
Louc me, andlike Joues Queenelle fall before thee, 
Inticing daliance from theevvith my (miles, 
And ſteale thy beart vvith my delicious kitles. 
le ſtudy Art mloue, thatin a rupture 
Thy ſoule ſhall taſte pleaſures excelling nature. 
Loue me, both Art and naturein recOmpence, 
| Shall be profuſein rauiſhing thy ſenle. 
G1. You haue preuail'd, Iam yours fromallthe world, 
Thy wit and beauty haue entranc'd my foule : 
[ long for daliance, my bloud bures like fire, 


 Hels 


The inſatiate Counteſſe, 
Hels paine on earth is to delay delire. 
1/ab. | kifſe thee for that breath, this day you hunt; 
In midſt of all your ſports lcaue you Kegere, 
Returne to me whole life reſts inthy light, 
Where pleaſure ſhall make NeQtr our delight, 
Gniac, I condeſcend to whatthy vvill implores me 
He that but now neglected thee, adores thee : Emer 
But ſee here comes my friend, feare makes himtremble, Rogers, 
1/ab. Women are witles thatcannor diſſemble : «Awne, 
Now I am licke againe: where's my Lord Regero? Dottor, 
His loue and my health's vaniſh'd both togrciee | 
Guid, Wrong not thy friend, deare friend, in thy extreames, 
Here's a profound Fipocrates, my deare, 
To miniſter to thee the ſpirit of health, 
1ab. Yourlight come, my Lord, excels all Philicke, 
I am better farre (my Loue) then when you left me : 
Your friend was comfortableto me atthe lalt, 
' Twas but a fit, my Lord, and now'tis paſt. 
Are all things ready lir ? 
«Ana, Yes Madame, the houſe is be. 
Guia, Delirein women is the life of wit. Excunt Onmer, 
Enter ASIGAL an4 THAIS at ſencrall doover, -+ 
Abig. O partner, am with childe of laughter,and none bue 
you can be my Mid- wife: was there euer ſuch a gatneat Noddy? 
T bir, Our Husbands thinke they are fore-men-of the Turie, 
they hold the Herericke point of Predeſtitiarion, and'ſute they 
arc borne to be hanged. 10 2972 23 N1 
»Abir, They are like to proue men of judgement, but not 
for killing of himthat's yetaliue,and well recourred. 
Thais, As (oone as my manſaw the Watch come vp, 
All his ſpirit was downe:. 
«Abi;, Bur though they haue made vs good ſport in ſpeech, 
They did hinder vs of good ſportin action, Is 
O wench, imaginationis ſtrong in pleaſure, 
T hair, That's true : for the opinion my Good-man had of 
enioying you, made him doe wonders. 
A, Why ſhold wEke man;that is ſo ſvone ſatisfied, deſire tape 
T hass. 


- —_— Soc —_— 


The inſatiate Conmteſſe. 


Thai. Their anſwer is, to feede on Phelants continually 
would breede a | " | 
eAbrall, Thenityve ſeeke for (trange ficlh that haue ſto» 
mackes at will, 'tis pardonable, pls 
Thas. 1, if men-had any feeling of it, but they iudge vs by 
themſelues; . Au +1 
, eAbig. Well, we vvill bringthem tothe Gallcwes, and then, 
like kipde virgins, begge their lives, and after liuc at our plea- 
(urcs, and this bridle ſhall ſhll reynechem. 
Thas. Faith, if vve weredi(poſed, we might ſceme as late, 
Asif we had che broad (eale to warrant it; 
Butthar nights worke vvill ſticke by me this forty weekes, 
Come, ſhall we goevilitthe diſcontented Lady Lenewlces ? 
Whomthe Lord Mendeſa has confelt ro his Chirurgion, 
He vvould haue rob'd ? I thought great men would but 
Haucrob'd che poore, yet he the ric 
ebsp. He thought that the richer purchale,though vvith the 
worſe conſcience: but vvee'll rocomfort her, and then goe heare 
our Husbands lamentations., They lay mine has compiled an 
vngodly volume of Satyres again(t women, andcals his booke 
T be Snarte... 
Thair, But he's in hope his booke will fauc him. 
Ab.God defendthat it ſhould, orany that (narlc in that faſhion, 
T ha. Well wench,if 1 could be metamorpholcd into thy ſhape, 
I ſhould have my husband pliant to me in his life, 
Apd ſapne rid of him:for being weary vvith his continuall mo- 
He'de dye of a conſumption. - (tion, 
Abig. Make much of him, for all our wanton prize, 
- Followthe Proyerbe, Aderry beand wiſe, Exennt, 
Emer ISABELLA, ANNA, and Sernantr, 
I/ab. Time that deuour'ſt all mortalitic, 
Runge (wittly theſe few houres, 
And bring Gmiaca onetby aged ſhoulders, 
That may clip the rareſt modell of creation. 
Doe ehis gentle Time 
And Ivvill curle thine aged liluer locke, 
And dally vvith thee ia delicious plealure. + OR 
e dea- 


The inſatiate Counteſſe, 
AMeden-like T willrenew thy youths 
Bat if thy frozen ſteps delay my loue, 
Ie poylontheewith murder, curſe thy pathes, 
And make thee know atimeof infamy. 
e Anna, giue watch, and bring me certaine notice 
When Count (14-4 doth approach my houſe. 
en, Madamel goc, 
I am kept for pleature, thoughI neuertaſteit. 
For 'tis the vihers ofhce (hill cocouer 
His Ladyes private meetings with her Louer, Ext, 
1/+b. Debire, thou quenchletle flamerthat burn'ſt our (oules, 
Cealcto torment me; 
The deweof pleaſure (hall put out thy fire, 
And quite conſume thee with laticrie, 
Luſt thall be cool'd with lult, wherein lle proue, 
The life of loue is onely (au'd by loue, Emter Anna, 
en, Madame, hee's comming, 
1/ab. Thoublelled M-rcmre, 
Prep.res banquethit to pleaſe the Gods; 
Let Sphzre-like Mulicke breathe delicious tones 
Into our morrall cares; perfume the houle 
With odoriterous (ens, (weeter then Myrrhe, 
Or all-che Spices in Panchat :; 
His (ight and touching wee will recreate, 
That his five Scnſcs ſhall be fiu<-fold happy. 
His breath hike Roſes caſts out ſweete perfume; 
Time now with pleaſure (hall it ſelfe conſume. Enter Guiace 
How like eAdomes in his hunting weedes, 1a hug bum ing 
Lookes this ſame Guddelle temper ? weedes, 
And art thou come ? this kite entrancethy foule. 
Gods I doe nut enuy you; for know this 
Way's here on earth compleate, cxcels yousblille : 
Henot change this nights plealurevvith 
Gniac, Thou creature made by Louc;gompos'dof pleaſure, 
That mak'(t erue vſe of thy creation, 
In thee both vvit and beauty's relidentz 1 
Delightfull pleaſure, vnpecr'd excellence. "a 
F 


The in(atiate Counteſſe. 
This is the fate fixt faſt vnto thy birth, 
That thou alone ſhould(t be mans heauen on carth : 
If I alone may butenioy thy loue, 
lenot change carthly ioy to be heauens /ome : 
Four though that vvomen haters now are cornmon, 
They all (hall know earths ioy conliſts in woman, 
Jab. My louc was dotage till ] loued thee; 
For thy ſoule truely taſtes our petulance, 
Conditious Louer, C»pid: Intelligencer, 
That makes man vnderſtand what plcafure is : 
Thele are hit attribures vntothy knowledge; 
For womens beautie o'er men bearethatrule, 
Our power commands the rich, the vvile,the foole, 
Though ſcorne growes big in man in growth & ſtature, 
Yetvvomen are the rarelt workes in nature. 
Gma, Idoeconfeſle the truth, and mult admire 
T hat women can command rare mans delire, 
[/ab. Ceale admiration, lit to Capi: fealt, 
The preparation to Papheon daliance, 
Hermonious Mulicke breathethy liluer Ayres, 
To (tirre vp appetite to Fen banquet, 
That breath of pleaſure that entrances ſoules, 
Making that inſtane happineſle a heauen, 
: In the true ta(te of loues deliciouſneſle. 
Gniac, Thy vvordes are able to (tirre cold defire, 
Into his fleſh that lyes emtomb'd in Ice, 
Having loft the feeling vie of warmeh in bloud, 
Then how much morein me, whole yourhfull veynes, 
Like a proud River, ouer-flowtheir bounds? 
Pleaſures e Ambroſia, or loues nouriſher, 
[ long for priuagicz come, let vs in, 
'Tiscultome;, reaſon makes loue linne. 
I{ab, Ile ay to Yenw Paradiſe, 


Where thou ſhaletaft&thart fruicthat made man wile, Exu Jab, 
Gma, Sing notes of pleaſure to date ourbloud 2 

Why ſhould frowne on ioycs that doe vs good? 

I come {/abel/ keeper of loues treaſure, 

Toforcethy bloudto luſt,and rauiſh pleaſure, Ext. 


Aftey 


The inſatiate Counteſſe, 
Afeer ſome ſhort Song emer ISABELLA and GNIACA ageing, 
ſhe hanging about bis necks lacimonſly, 

Gmac, Stilll am thy captive, yetthy thoughts are free: 

To be Loues bond-man is troe libertic, 
I have ſwomme in ſcas of pleaſure without ground, 
Ventrousdelire paſt depth it (clfe hath drownd, 
Such kill has beauties Art ina truelouer, 
That dead delire to life it can recover, 
Thus beauty our delire can ſoone aduance, 
Then (traight againe kill it with daliance, 
Diuineſt women, your enchggting breaths 
Giue Louers many lifes and many deaths. 
Iſab. May thy deſire to me fr ever laſt, 
Not dyeby lurferon my delicarss : 
And as I tyethis lewell abour thy necke, 
So may | tie thy conſtant Tous to mine, 
N-uecr to ſceke weaking varietie, 
That greedy curſe of mans and womans hell, 
Where nought but ſhame and loath'd diſeaſes dwell. 
Gmac, You counſell well, deare, learne itthen; 
For change is giuen more toyouthen men, 
I{ab, My faith to thee, like rockes, ſhall neuer moue, 
The Sunne ſhall change his courſe ercI my loue, Enter Anne. 
«Aana., Madame, the Count Rogers knockes. 
I/ab. Deare Loue into my chamber, till I ſend 
My hatefrom ſight, 
Gmac, Luſt makes mewrong my friend. Exit Gniaca- 
I/ab. «Ama, ftand here,and entertaine Lord K ogero, 
I from my window ſtraight will give himanſwere. 
The Serpents vvit to woman rel? in me, 
By that man fell, then vvhy not he by me ? 
Fain'd (lighes and teares dropt from awomans eye, 
Blindes man of reaſon, ſtrikes his knowledge dumbe : 
Wie armes a vvoman, Count Rogers come, Exit Iſabella, 
eAuna, My office ſtill is vnder : yet in time 
Vſhers prouc Maſters, degre&s makes vsclimbe, Gwide knockes, 
Who knockes ? is't you my noble Lord? 


F 2 Entes 


The inſatiate Counteſſe, 


Enter GviD0 m his hunting weeds. 
Guid, Came my friend hither, Count Gniaca f 
eAn. No, my good Lord, 
Guid, Where's my Iſabella? 
An. 1n her Chamber, 
Gwid, Good; lle vilie her, 
e». The chawber'slockt my Lord: ſhee will be priuate, 
Guid. Locktagainſt me, my (awcy mallapert? 
eAv, Be paticnt good my Lord: ſhee'll giue youanlwere, 
Gu1d, Iſabella life of loue, ſpeake, 'tisI that cals, 1/ab. at ber 
1{ab, 1 muſt defire your Lordſhip pardon me. window, 
G«u14, Lordſhip ? what's this? //abe{/a, art thou blinde ? 
1{ſab, My Lord, my luſt was blinde, but now my ſoule'scleare 
Andſcesthe (puts that did corrupt my fleſh : (lighted, 
Thoſetokens ſent fromhell, brought by deſire, 
The metilenger of cuerlaſting death, 
Anna, My Lady'sin her Pulpit, now ſhee'll preach. 
Guid. Is not thy Lady mad ? in veritie I alwaycs 
Tookecher for a Puritane, and now ſhee ſhewes it. 
Iſab. Mockenor Repentance, Prophanation 
Brings mortals laughingto damnation. 
Belccueit Lord, [/abel«"; ill palt life, 
Like gold refin'd, ſhall make a perfet Wife. 
I and on firme ground now, before on Ice; 
We know not vertuetill wee taſte of vice, 
Gui4, Doe you heare difhimulation, woman (inner ? 
1/ab. Leaue my houſe good my Lord, and for my part, 
I looke for amolt vviſhe reconciliation 
Betwixt my (ele and my moſt wronged Husband. 
Teinpt not contrition then or Lord, 
Guid, Indeede I vvas one of your familie once : 


Burt doe not I knowthelſe are but brainetrickes : 

And wherethe Diuel] has the Fee-limple, he will keep polleflion. 

And will you halt before me that your ſelfe has made a criple ? 
I/ab. Nay, then you wrong me : and diſdained Lord, 

I paid thee for thy pleaſures vendible, 

Whoſe mercenary fleth I bought with coyne, 


I will 


— wy eto 
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The in/atiate Connteſſe. 
I vvill diuulgethy baſeneſle, 'lefſe vvith ſpecde 
Thou leaue my houſe and my (ocictie, 
Guid, Already turn'd apuſtate, but now all pure, 
Now damn'd your faith is, and loues endure 
Like dewe vpon the grafle, when pleaſures Sunne 
Shines un your vercues, all your vertue's Cone, 
He leaue thy houſe and thee, goe get thee in, 
Thou gaudy chi'de of pride, and nurſe of linne, 
I{ab. Raile norton me my Lordyforif you doe, 


' My hor defire of vengeance ſhall Rrike wonder; 
' Reuenge in woman fals likedreadfullthunder, Exit, 


Anna. Your Lordſhip will command meno further (eruice ? 
G+44, Ithankethee for thy vvarchfull feruice paſt; 
Thy vſher-like attendance on the Staires, 
Bcing true lignes of thy Humilitie, 
eAna. | hopel diddiſcharge my place with care. 
G=1d, Vihers ſhould haue much vvit, bur little haire; 
Thou haſt of both (uthcient: prethee leaue mee, 
If thou haſt an honeſt Lady, commend metro her, 
Bur (hee is none, Exit Auna, manet Guido, 
Farewell thou priuate (trumpet worſe then common, 
Man were on earth an Angell but for woman, 
T bat (cauen-fold branch of hell trom them doth grow, 
Prid& Lult, and Murder, they raiſe trom below, 
With all their fellow finnes, Women were made 
Of blood, without foules : vvhen their beauties fade, 
And ehcir luſt's pat, avarice or bawdry 
Makes them ſtill lou'd : thenthey buy venerie, 
Bribing damnation, and hire brothell laues. 
Shame's their executors, Infamic their graues, 
Your painting vvill wipeoff, vvhich Artdid hide, 
And ſhew your vgly ſhapein ſpite of pride. 
Farewell //abe//a poore in loule andfame, 
I leaue thee rich in nothing bur in ſhame, 
Then ſoulcletle women know, whole faiths are hollow, 
Your luſt being quench'd, abloudy at mult follow, Exit. 


s 


Finis Acts terty. 
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AQus quarti Scxna prima. 


—_ 


Enter the Duke of «Amago, the Captame,and the reſt of the 
Waich, wuhthe Senator's 


Duke, 
Vitice that makes Princes like the Gods,drawes ys vntothe Sc- 
That with vnpartiall ballance wee may poyſe (nate, 


T he crimesand innocence of all offenders, 
Our preſence canchale bribery from Lawes : 
He beſt caniudge, that heares himlſelfc the cauſe. 
1 Senaa. True mighty Duke, it beſt becomes our places, 
To haue our light from you the Sonneof Vertu, 
SubicR Authoritie, for gaine, loue or feare 
Oft quits the guilty, and condemmes the cleare. 
Date, The Land and people's minethecrnves being knowne, 
I muſt redreiſe my ſubics wrong's, mine owne. 
Call for the rwo ſuſpeRed for the murder 
Of Mendeſa, our endered kiniman. Theſe voluntary murderers 
That confelle the Murder of himthat is yet alive, 
Wee'll (port vvith ſerious Iuſtice for a vyhile, 
In ſhew wee'll frowne on them that make vs (mile, 
2 Sen, Bring forth the Priſoners we may heare their an{weres. 
Enter ( bronght mw with Officers ) CLARIDLANA, and 
M1ZALDVS. 
Dake. Standforth you Vipers,that haue ſuck'd bloud, 
And lopt a branch (prungfrom aroyall tree: 
What can you anſwere toeſcape tortures 2 
Reg We haue confeſtthe fat my Lord, to Godand man, 
Our ghoſtly father, and that worthy Capraine: 
We beg not life but fauourabledeath, 
Date, On what ground ſprung your hate to him we lou'd ? 


Clarid, Vpon thatcurſelaid on Venecians icloulie, 
Wee thought he being a Courtier, would have made vs Magni- 
ficoes of the right ſtampe, and have plaid at Primero in the 
preſence, vvith gold of theCitie bros 


from our Indies, 
Roe. 


The inſatzate Connteſſe, 
Rog. Nay more, my Lord, vve fearcdthat your kinſman for 
A metk: of Sormets, would haue giuen the plot of vs and our 
wiues, to ſome needy Poect,and for (port and profit brought vs 
in ſome Venician Comedy vpon the Stage. 

D#ke. Our luſtice dwels with mercy; be not deſperate. 

1 Sen, His Highnelle faine vyould ſauc your liues if you would 
lee it. 

Kog, All the Law in Venice ſhall not ſaue mee, I vvill ngtbe 
aued, 
C lar, Feare not,I haue a tricketo bring vs to hanging in (pite 
of the Law. | 
K.og, Why now I ſeethou loueſt me; thou haſt confirm'd 
Thy friendſhip four cuer to me by theſe vyordes. 
W hy, I ſhould neuer heare Lanthorneand candle call'd for, 
But I ſhould thinke it was for me and my Wife. 
le hang for that, forgernotthy tricke. 
Vpon'emwith thy tricke, I long for ſentence, 
2 Se», Will you appeale for mercy tothe Duke ? 
Clay, Kill not thy Iuſtice Duke, to ſaue our lives: 
We haue deferued death, 
Kog, Make notvs preſidents for after wrongs, 
1 will recciue puniſhment for my finnes, 
It ſhall be a meanes to lift me towards heauen. 

Clar. Let's have ourdeſertz we craueno fauour, 

D«ke. Takethem aſunder, graue Tuſtice makes vs mirth, 
That man is ſoulelefle that ner linnes on earth, 

Signior Mizaldis, relate the weapon you kill'd him with, and 
the manwer. 

R »o. My Lord, yuur luſtfull kinſ{man, I can title him no bet- 
ter, came ſneaking to my houſe like a Promoter to ſpye fleſh in 
the Lent: now I havinga Venecian ſpirit, watche my time, and 
with my Rapier runne him through, knowing all painesare but 
triflesro the horne of a Citizen. 

Duke, Take himalide. Signior { faridiana,what weapon had 
you for this bloudy a ? vvhat dartvs'd Death ? 

Clar, My Lord, I brain'd him with a lcauer my neighbour 
lent me, and he ſtood by and cryed firike home olde boy, + 

Duke, Withſeuerall Inſtruments.Bring them face _ . 

it 


"The inſatiate Counteſſe. 
With what kill'd you our Nephew ? 
Kog. With a Rapicr Leige. - ( lar, Tis alye, 
I kill'd himwith a leauer, and thou (tood'(t by. 
R«g.Dolt think ro ſaueme & hangrhy ſelte?nol ſcorneirzis this 
the enicke thou ſaid'lt thou had'ſt : 1kill'd him Duke, 
Hee onely gau: conſent: 'twas I that did it, \. 

Clear. Thou halt alwayes beene crufle to me and wilt betomy 
death. Haue I taken all this paines to bring thee to hanging, and 
doſt thou ſipnow ? 

Rog. We ſhall never agree in atale till we cometothe gallowes, 
then we ſhall wmpe. 

Clar.lic b&s! youa croſſe-point, if youcrotle me thus, 
When thou ſhalt not ſeeir. 

Rog. lemake a wry mouth atthat, or it ſhall coſtme a fall: 
'Tis thy pride tro be hang'dalone;becauſe thou {corn'lt my com- 
pany : but itſhall be knownel am as good a man as thy (cltc,and 
in thclc ations will keepe company with thy berrers lew, 

Clar. Monlter. Rog, Dogekiller. Clar.Fencer, T bey buſtle, 

Dake. Partthem, part'em. 

R «eo, Hang vs,and quarter vs,we ſhall ne'er be partedtil then, 

Dwke. You doeconfeſle the murther done by both. 

(lar, But thatI vvould nothauerhe ſlaue laughar mee, 
And count me a coward,l haugavery good mindto live, Afide, 
But I am rcſolute: 'tis but aturne. I doe confelle. 

Rog, So doeT, 

Pronounce our doome, wee are prepar'd to dye. 
1 Sen, We ſentence youto hang till-you be dead : 
Since you were meneminentin place and vvorth, 
We giuea Chriſtian buriall royou both, (agree, 

Clar.Not in one graue together we beſeech you, wee ſhall ner 

Reg. He ſcornes my company,tillthe day of ludgement, 

Ie nothang vvith him, 
Dwke, You hang together, that ſhall make you friends, 
An everlaſting hatred death ſoone ends : 
To priſon with them till the day of death, 
Kings words like Fate, mult never change their breath, 
Rog. You malice-monger, Ile be haog'd afore thee, 
And't be but to vexe thee. 
( far. 


The tnſatiate Counteſs, 
Cla.lle doe you a8 good aturne or the hangman; & ſhall fall out» 
| | Excunt armbo guarded, 
EnterMENDOS A in his wight gownt and cap guarded, 
with the Captaine, 


Duke. Now to our kinſman, ſhame to royall biuod, 
_ him before vs, | ww 


Thettin a Princeis ſacrilege to honour 
"Tis vertues ſcandall, dearh ofRoyalty, 
I bluſh to ſee my ſhame ; Nephew fit downe 
Tuſtice that fmiles'6n' thoſe on him muſt frowne, 
Speake freely Captaine,where c_— him wounded? , 
(apr. Berweene the widowes houſe &rheſe crofle neighbgrs, 
Beſides an Artificiall laddder made of ropes | | 
Was faſtnedto her window which he confeſt 
He brought to rob her of Iewelsandcoine; 
My knowledge yeelds no further circumſtance, ; 
Duke. Thou knowttoo much, would I were paſt all know- 
ledge, | 
I a, forget my griefe ſprings from myſhame, 
Thou menſter of my blood, anſwere is briefe 
To theſe Aﬀertions made againſt thy life, 
Is thy {oule guilty of ſo baſe a fat? 
HMend, | doe confeſſe I didintend to rob her, 
In the attempt T fell and hurt my ſelfe __s 
Lawes thunder is but death, Idread it nor, bi 
So my Lextulwhonor be preſeru'd 
From black ſuſpition of aluſtſull night, 
Dwokg. Thy head's thy forfeitfor thy harts offence, 
Thy bloods prerogariue may claime that fauour, ' 
Thy perſonthen to death doomb'd by iuſtiewes, PEAS 
Thy death is infamous, bur-worfe the cauſe; ne ©0724 
Enter ISABELLA alone Gyrac A following bey. 
Iſabells, O heau'ns that I was borne to be hates flaue, 
The foode of Rumor,that deuour's my fame; 
Iam call'd Infatiat Counteſſe luſts paramowre 
A glorious Diucll, andthe _— whore, 


The inſatiate. Connte(ſec 


Iam fick, yext, and tormented, O revenge. 
Guiaces, On'whom would my Iſabella be reueng'd? 
Iſab. Vpon a Viper,that dogs get mine honour, 
I will not name himcillI be revepg'd,: .. 
See, her's the Ljbels are diuulg'dagaioſt me, 
An euerlaſting ſcandall co my name, __ 
And thus the villen writes iv my diſgrace... ill 
She reads, Who loues 1/qbella the infatiates;,;. - 
Needs eArlas back for to content herluſt, 
That wandring Strumpet,, and chaſte wedlockes hate, 
That renders truth; decezptfar loyall truſt, 
That facrjlegiqus thicke ro Fanens rights, ../- -,, ,- 11:4 
Making her luſt her God, þrquia.her Telighn, in. a 
Swell not proud heart, I hthy griefe in blood, .: : 
Deſire in woman cg ood, | 
Guiaca, llc berhy,chamqpon weet gainſt allthe world, 
Name buc the yillaine thatdefames thee thus, ' 
Iſab. Dare thy hand execute,vhom my tongue condemnes, 
Then art thou truely valiant, mine for euer, - 
Bur if thou fain'ft,hace nuſt our.true | loyr ſever, | 
Guiaca, By my dead fathers ſoule, my mothers vertues 
And oY my knight. hood and gentilicig; Ue be reveng'd 
On all the Authors of your Obloquie:Name hin, 
Iſab. Rogero, | 
Guiaca, Ha, 
Iſab, What does his name affright thee coward Lord? 
Be mad Iſabella, curſe on thy reuenge, 
This Lord was knighted for his fachers worth, 
Not for his owne, | 
Farewell thou periur'd man, Ile leaueyouall, 
You all conſpire ro worke mine honors fall. ot 
Guia. Stay my 1ſabella, were be my fathers ſonne, 
Compoſed of tne, he dies, 
Delight ſtill keepe with thee ; goce in, 
Iſabelle. Thou arr iuft ; 
Reucnge to me is ſeeteranowy then luft.,.... ....... - 


Enter 


The inſaticteCounte ſe, = 

Enter Gv1p 0: they ſit one another and draw and wake | 

a paſſe, then enter ANNA. a 

eAnna, What meane you Nobles, will you kill each other? 
eAmbo, Hold. ] 

Guids, Thou ſhame ro friendſhip, what intends thy hate? .. 

Guiaca, Loue Armes my hand, makes my ſovle valiant, 
Iſabellas wrongs now fits ypon my ſword, 

To fall more heauic to thy cowards head, 
Then thunderbolts ypon [owes rifted Oakes : dns 
Deny thy ſcaptall, or defend chy life, | 

Guide, What *hath thy fairh and and reaſon left thee both? 
That thou art onely fleſh withour a ſoule : 
Haſt thou no feelivy"ofhy ſelfe and me? 
Blind rage that will tbrlet thee ſeethy ſelfe, | 

Guiaca, Icomenot to Uſſputtbutexecute: *, en rr 
And thus comes deat,” , © © eAnether J: 

Guido, And thus?'Weake thy dirt Ner's atthy (whores face, 

Guiets, 'Tismilt : here % ac thy heart, Ray, let ys breath, 

Guido, Let reaſon governetapeyet tet vs leaive, _ 
Although molt wrong be tnine, Tan forgiue 7** 

In this attempt, thy ſhame will tyerliue.” A 

Guiacs, Thou haffwrong'd rhe Pheritx of all women rareſt, 
She that's moſt wiſe, hoftlouing,chaſte and faireſt, 25h 

Guid, Thou dotelt yponi x diuell, tior a woman, 

Thar ha's bewitche thee with her Sotterie, 

And drown'd thy ſoule in ledthy Geulties, 
Her vicfefſe luſt has benumb'd thyKnoWeedge, 
Thy intcletuall powers, obliuton ſmothers, 
That thou art nothing bur fotgerfulneſſe, 

Guiaca, What's this to my 1ſabells,my fines mine owne,\, 
Her faults were none,ynrtill tho! madeſt 'em knowne. 

Gdlls.- Leaue her, ind Teaue thy ſhame where fuſt thou  . 
foundRitz in peas bs SIR 
Elſeliue a bondflaue to diſeaſed luft; ** -* 
Deuour'd in her gulfe-like ap exjte - my 
And intamy ſhall write thy Bp, pl, © ; 

| G 2 Thy 


Tie 1n{ajudte Conmteſſe. 


Tor ogmory ſeayes nothing but thy crimes, 
Aſcandallto thy name in future times, 

Gwa, Put vp your weapon, I dare here you further, 
Inſatiat luff is Sire till to murther, 

Guids, Belecue it friend, if her heart bloud were vext, 
Thougb you kill me, new pleaſure makes you next : 

She tou'd me deerer, then ſhe loues you now, 

Shee "ll nere be faithfull, has rwice broke her vow. 
This curſe purſues femall Adulterie, 

They'l ſ\wimme through blood for ſinnes varietie : 
Their pleaſure like @ ſea groundleſle and wade, 

A womans luſt was neuer ſatisfied, 

Guia, Feare whiſpers in my bref, I have 4ſoule 
That bluſhes red, for tending bloudy! laQs,,... 
Forgiue me friend, if ] carrbe forgive ' 
Thy counſe]] is the path leades me to EE baze2” 

| Idoeembrace KM reconciled loue.,, | | 

Gaiacs, That death-or of, voy  ſhallne'es remoue, 
Goe tellthy Inlaciate Coun 44# 03 
We haue eſcap*tthe ſnares, * hee falſe ones. .. dz oa 


Vowing for euer to abagdo 

Guia, You ocecarr rel ne" REINA Lg gone. 
Anna, M cecuer reſledar, your pleaſure, 

I was the /ndiay, yet you had ihe treaſure. | 

My faRion often ſweaxes, andofiigkes cold, .. Cf 

Then gilde true diligeng& © ep. Id. ; 
Guia, Thy ſpeech Ualg. there” $ gold, | | Cines ber gold, 

Be honeſt now,ard not ougs No 

Turn'd vp and plaide on whilſtthou ſtep ock, 

Prethe eemally let's ha thy ablence. | 


_ 


na.) Lordsfa rome 1. Exit Ann. 
Guids, wor ores” A i exnb ity 
Gmaca, Now? am Gino fuſts Libotinth, 


I will to Venice, for a certaing ti 


To recreate m = much abuſed; ititsg o angry! 
Ang thenxeul S—_— Wo : 
* —_Y 


% 
WD i_—__. > wo 
—_ 


T he inſatiate Counteſſe. 
Guido, Ie bring you on your way butuwſtreturne; 
Luſt is like Aetns, and will cuer burne, 
Yet now defire is quench'tflam'd once in height: 
Till man knowes hell, he neuer has firme faith. Exeunt Ambe, 
Euter Iſabella raning and Anna, 
Iſabells. Out ſcritch-Owle meflenger of my reuenges death 
Thou do'ſt belye Guiaca 'tis not ſo, 
Anna. Vpon mine honeſtic they are ynited. :/- -» 
Iſabella, Thy honeſtic? thou yaſfaile to my pleaſure:take: 
that, ( +1104: Yeu! Striky her, :* 
Dar'{t thou controule me, when-l fayno ? 
Art not my footeſtpgle, did nat I createthee? 
And madethee gentle, being borne a begger:' 
Thou haſt beene my womans Pandar fora crowne;.. - / 
And doft thou ſtand ypon thy honeſtie? 
Anna, 1 am,what you-pleaſe Madame. Yet 'tis ſo,/ 
Iſab, Slauc,1 will fl thy.congue, leſſe thou ſay no; 
Anna, No, no,no Madame,  - 
Iſabella. 1haue my humour, theugh they now be falſe, 
Faint-hearrgd coward gettheefrom-my (ght,. 
When villaine? ha(t, znad come not nere me, 
Anna. Madame : I run,herfight like death doth teare me. Ex. 
Iſabella, Perfidious cowards, ftaine of Nobilitie, 
Venecians, and be recancil'dwithwords: - * 
O that I had Gwiaca once mojehere, 
Within this priſon, made of fleſhand bone, ' 
Tde nor truſt Thunder with myfell revenge, 
But mine owne hands, ſhould doethe dire exploit, 
And fame 1d Chronicle a womans atser 
My rage reſpeQts the perſons.not the fas. 
There place -— hath powet to drfame me, . 
Meane hate is ſtinglefle, and does onely name me+: 
I not regazd.iz, 'tis high bloud that {wels, 
Giue tnetcuenge, and damne me into hels,, 
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The inſatiate Counte fe, 
Enter Don Sago 4 Coronell, with a band of Souldiers 
and a Lieutenant, >. 291 
A gallant Spaniard, 1 will heare him/ſpeake, 
Griefe muſt be ſpeechleſſe, ete the heart can breake, 
Sago, Lieutenant let good Diſcipline be ve 
In. quartring of our Troops within the Citic, 
Nor ſeperated into many (treetes, | 
That ſhewes weake loue, but not found policie, 
Diuifewin (mall numbers makes all weake, 
Forces mnicedare the nerues of warre, | 
Mother and nurſe of obſerntion,” / 4 916 
Whoſe rare Ingenllan I fils allche-wortld 
By looking on it ſelfewirk piercingeyes, 54 -* 
Will looke through ſtrangers imbecilities? 44 -- 70 4-55 © 
Therefore be carefull, ©») 4 v7 - 4 —_ = 
Lieft, All: ſhall be ordred fitting your command, 
For theſe three-gifts which makes a Souldiourrare, 
Is loue and dutic with a valiant care. Extent. Lieft. Souldjory. 
Sago, What rarietie of women feeds'my fight, Wi), | 
And leades my ſences in amaze of wonder > Ser pers | 
Bellona, thou wert my.miſtris till I ſaw that ſhape | 
Butnow my ſword, lle:conſecrate to her, X 
Leaue Mars and become (wpids Martialift, an 
Beauty can turne the rugged faceof warre, 
And make him ſmile vpon aclpRetpence, hes DES 
Courting her ſmoothly like afemallif,- 55 ct! 7 
I grow a ſlaue ynto my potent leue; --* rk 
Whoſe power change hearts, tmike our fate remoue. 
Iſabella. Reuenge not, Pleafarenow ore-rules my blood; 
Rage ſhall drown faintloueif# crimſbnflood;* © © - 
And were he caught, I'de take hitm/ rmorders hand; 
Sago. Me thinkes *twere ioy to die it hercommand, 
Ile ſpeake to heare her ſpeech; Whoſepowetfull brearh; 
Is ableto infuſe life into'dearh, * bb ons 230 
Iſabella. He comes to ſpeake:hee's mine, by louche is mine, 


Stys. Lady, thinke bold ingrufton curtehie, 


"Tis 


T he inſatiat? Connteſſe 


Tis but imagination. altess-them, ) «p14 
Then 'tis your thoughrs, not1, that doe offend, 
Iſabella, Sir, your intruſion yer 's but curtehic, 
V clefſe your furure humor alter it. 
Sage, Why then Diuineſt woman, know my foule 
Is dedicated to thy (ſhrine of beauty, 
To pray for mercy, and epentthe wrongs 
D one again loue, and femallpuricic. 


Th ou abſtra&t drawne from natures emptyRore-houſe, | 


I am thy flaue, command my {word, my heart 

The ſoule is tri'd be by the bodies ſmarr, c. 
Iſabella, You areaftranger to this land and me, 

What madneſle ilt {9r me to truſt you then? | 

Tocoſen women' is.atxade 'mongſt men, 

Smooth promiſes, faint paſsians with alye; 

Deceiues ourlſcx of fame and chaftitie : L 

What danger durft you hazard for my loue? *'* + 


Sago, Perils that chat neuer mortal durtt approve,” 


Ile double all che workes of Hercules, 

Expoſe my ſelfe in combat | er an Hoſe, 

Meete —_ ina place of certame death, 

Yet neuer {hrinke, or give way tomy Fatey '' 

Bare-breſted meets the murderous Taitars dart, * © 

Or any fatall Engine made for death: © 6 ++, 

Such power ha's loue and beauty from your eyes,” 

He that dies reſolute, does never die : we 

'Tis feare gives death his ſtrengrhy, which Trefiſted, 

Death is, but emptic Aire, the'Fates have twiſted; 
1ſab, Dare you-reuenge my quarrell, gainſt afoe ? 


Sago. .Then aske me if I dare embraceyou'thus, * 


Or kifſe your hand, or gaze on your bright eye, 

Where Cyprd dances, onthoſe globes of love, 

Feare is my vaſſall, when I frowneheflyes, 

A hundred times in life, a cowarddies. | 
Iſabella, 1 not ſuſpeRyour valor,butyour will 

Sago, To gaine yourloue, wy fathers lo 


— w_=_——— 


udTle fpill, 


*: < 


ſabes 


Theisſatiate Counteſſe. 
Iſah. Many haue ſworne thelike,yet broke their row, 
Sago. My whole endeuourto your wiſh ſhall bow, 
Tam yourplagueto ſcourge yonrenemies, | | 
Iſabella, Performe your promiſe, and enioy your pleaſure, 
Spend my loues Dowry, that is womens treaſure : 
Bur if thy reſolution dread the triall, 
Ile tell the world, a Spaniard was diſloyall, | 
Sago, Relate your griefe, long te heare their names, 
Whoſe baſtard ſpirits; thy true worth defammes: 
Tie waſh thy ſcandall off. , When their hearts bleeds, 
Valourmakes difference berwixtwords and deeds. 
Tell thy fames poiſon, blood ſhall waſh thee white, 
Iſab. My ſpotleſle bonor,jis aſlaue to pite : 
Theſe are the monſters Venice doth bring forth, 


Whoſe emprie {oules are bankerupt of true worth, 
Falſe Count Guido, treacherous Gwiacs, 


Counteſle of Gazia, and of rich Maſlino, 
Then if thou beeſt a Knight, help the oppreſt, 
Through danger ſafetic comes, through trouble reſt, 
And ſomy loue, - 

Sago, _ villens, their beſt bloud ſhall proue, 
Reuenge fals heauy, that is rais'd by loue. 

Iſab. Thinke what reprock. is to a womans name, 

onor'd by birth, by marriage, and by beautic: 

God on earth, and reuenge innocence, 
O worthy Spaniard,on my knees I begge, 
Forget the perſons, thinke on their dence, 

Sago. Dy Howhice ſouleof honour, by heau'ns Toue 
They die it thejr. death canattaine your loue, 

Iſab. Thus will _Iclip thy waſte, embrace thee thus : 
Thus dally with thy haire, and kifſe thee thus : | 


Our Pleaſures Pothgan-like inſu es; 
Shall with variege ti ew ps 


Sago, Iamimmorrtall, O divineſt creature : 
Thou do'ſtexcell the Gods, in wit and feature, 


Falſe Counts you dic,tcuenge now ſhakes his rods ; 
Beautic 


The ilſatiate Connteſſea,. 
Beautie condemnes you, erchenche Gods; | - 
I{ab. Come Mars of louers, Vulcan is not here, 
Make vengeance like my bed, quite voide of feare, 

Sago, My fences are intranſt, and in this ſhumber, 

I caſte heau'ns ioyes,but cannot count the number. Ex. Ambe. 
Emer Lavy LanTvLivs, ABIGALL and Thars. 

Abigal, Well Madame : you ſee the deſtinic that followes 
mariaee, 

Our wr GN are quiet now, and muſt ſuffer the law, 

Thais, It husband had beene worth the begging ſome 
Courtier negtiivng had him : he might be beg'd well inough, 
for he knowes not es owne wife from another. 

Lady Lent. O you 'r a couple of truſty wenches, to decciue 
your husbands thus, 

Abig. Ifwee had not deceiu'd them thus, we had been Truſt 
wenches, 


Thas., Our husbands will be hang's, becauſe they thinke 
__— s Cuckolds. 
If all true Cuckolds were of that minde, ' CAaB 
i. - the richeſt occupation,and more wealthie widdowes, 
then there be yonger brothers to marry chem, 
Thais. The Marchantvencurers wouldbe a yery ſmallcom 
anie. 


Abag. Tis twelue to one of char \ howeuerthereſt ſcape, 
I ſhall tearea maſſacre. 


Thais, If my husband hoon fo be weakh chance ts 
be dub'd: ——— 
Tie haue him caſdeke 


Ab 


them : but my loue 
life, bg. Ipods . 


J 


T he inſatiate Coumte/ſe. 
Thats. Faith, 1 thinke'Þhould for my Hosband, Idoe not 
hold the opinion of the Philoſopher, that writes we loue them 
beſt, char we inioy firſt: for bel Houe my husband berter 
then any that did know me before, 
Abig. '$o doe I, yerlife and pleaſure aretwo, ſweetthings to 
a woman. 
a Lady. He that's willing to die to ſaue mine honor, Medie to 
auc his, 
Abig. Tar: beleeue it who thar liſt, wee loue x lively man l 
rant your: 
ut ro: Mmaintaige that life, Ilence're conſentto die, 
This is a rule I Rift will keepe it breſt, Ion 
Loue well thy husband wench but thy ſelfe beſt. | 
Thais. 1 haue followed your counſell hetherto, and meanc 
ro- dee fill, 
Lady. Come : we neglef our buſineſſe , "ris no iefting, 
To vos they are execitted leafſe we reprieve thetn, 
Weebe theirdeſtinies ro caſt their face, 
Let's all goe. - 
. I feare not ro comelare. Exevenr. 
Enter D o' $aGo'Solvs with ataſe of Piſtol. 
\ Sago, Day wis my night, ndriight muſt be'my day : 
The ſunne ſhin'd on my pleafure, with my lone, 
— detknefſemia 46) aide to ty retenge, * 


_——_ lo pry be with Glemee| ack, 


GE In 


Afraide to looke on my bold encerpri 

Curſ'd creatures Cnber of Gard offeſſe the world; 

a ror wager tHe and yo I Mandrakes, S 

wide ar # £o | 
ads nora gy goopenm bawdes rotuft 


ro my Act of ſlice: 


Malt, 
Veeu heed ferns. aid 20 2 


The mſatiate Counte(ſe. 


That is the life-blood of deliciouſneſle,) - 
Decm'd / Cupids Trealurer , 227 16 
Whoſe containes the richeſt gifts of loue: 
Her beautie > ar > doth z 
relliſh pleaſure dread not 
yk chere? Enter Count Rogers, 


Rogers, A friend to thee, ifthy intents be iuft & honorable, 
Sago, Count Rogero, ſpeake, | amthe watch, 
Rogero. My name is Rogers: do'ftthou know me ? 
Sago. Yes ſ{landerous villen, nurſe of Obloquie, 
Whole poiſon'd breath, ha's fpeckl'd cleare fac't vertue, 
And made 2 of [ſabeila'r fame, 
That is as ſpotleſſe,as the eye ofheau'n, 
Thy vitall threds a cutting, ſtart nor {laue , 
Hee's ſure of ſudden dearh, heau'n cannot faue, 
Connt Rog. Art not Geiacs turn'd Apoſtata, ha's pleaſure once 
againe | 
Turn'd thee againe a diuell, art nor ? hah! 
Sage. Othatl were, then would Iftab my ſelfe, 
For he is mark't for death, as well as thee : 
Iam Don Sago thy mortall enemie, 
Whoſe hand lone makes thy executioner, 
Rogero, {know thee valiant Spaniard, and to thee 
Murders more hatctull, then is facri 
Thy aQions cuer haue been hon 
Sage. \And this the crowne of all my Ations, 
To purge the carth,of ſuch a man rurn'd monſter, 
Rogers, Inever wr thee id I? fpeake 
Ile make thee fatisfation like a ſouldiour, Tell bim all the 


Acrue lralian, and a Gentleman : Plot, 
Thy rage 1s one Agee Co Dt 
is know, 
Hee md 5. od <ger" _ foe: 
Iſabels quarrell, armes the Spaniards ſpiri 
Rogero, Murder ſhould keepe with efle, nor with merit: 
w by my ſole 


And 


Ile anſwere thee to morrow 


The infatite Conte 
And clearethy doubts, oe farisfie thy will, M1 

Sago, Hee's warres beſt ſcholler, can with (aferykill, 

Take this to night, now meete with me romorrow, Shooter, 
I come Jſabella, hiltfe thy hate is dead , 
Valenr makes murder light, which fearemakes dead. 

Caps, The was ſhot here ſeize bim, Enter Capt, 
Bring lights, what Dex Sago Collonell of the horſe > wirh 4 band 
Ring the Alarum bell; raite the whole Citie, of Soldiors, 
His Troops arcin the towne, | feare treacherie : 

Whoſe this lies murdred, ſpeake bloud-thirſtic Spaniard. 
Sago, Lhaue nor ſpoil'd his face, you may know his viſnomy, 
Cape. Tis Count Rogers, goe conuay him hence. 

Thy lifeproud Spaniard, anſweres this offence, 

A ſtrong guard for the priſoner, lefſe the cities powers 

Riſe ro ns him. Begirt him with ſouldiowr:, 

Sago, What needs this rife? | 
Know {laues,jl prize revenge aboue my life, 

Fames regiſter to future tzmes ſhall tell 


That by Don Sago, Count Regere fell, Exennt omngs. 
Finis Ald Luarts. 
AQuus quintusSczna prima, 


Enter Mznixa, the dead budy of Gvino Alias Count / 
eArſena, and Sonldionrs, Dov Safe gueraee, Exe-/ 
entioner,Scaffi p 


Medina, TO» Sagoqualiſt thou not to behold this fpetacle, 


is innocent ſacrifice murdred noblenes, | 
When bleud the maker euer prowiſeth, "x 
Shal) though withNlow yer withſure yengeance eſt 


T'tis aguerdonearn'd, and mult be paide, 


”—”' Xe _ 


CC CC 


© 
T he inſatiatt Counte (ſe. 


As ſure revenge; as itis furta deede : 

I nee'r knew murder yer; burir did bleed. 
Canlt chou aſter ſo many fearefull-conflicts,, 

Berweene this obie, and thy guilty confcience, 

Now thou art freed from out the ſerpents Iawes, 

That vilde Adultrefſe, whoſe ſorceriew? ' / 5" 

Doth draw chaſte men into incontinence: 

Whoſe tongue flowes ouer with harmefull cloquence, 
Cauſt thou I ſay repentthis hainous Act, 

Andlearne to loath, that killing Cockatrice? 

S.ego, By this freſh blood, thax fromthy manly breſt; 

I cowardly flu& out, I wouldin hell, 
Fromthis ſad mimute, ſtill the dayof doome : 
To re-inſpire vaine Eſculapius; 

And fill theſe crimſon conduits, feele the fire 
Due to the damned, and this horrid fa& -*' -/ 

Medina Vpon my ſoule,” braue Spaniard, Tbeleene thee; 

Sago, O ctafe to weeptin blood, or reach me- roo, 
The bubbling wounds, doe murnwarefor revenge : 
This is the end of luſt, where men may (ee, 

Murders the ſhadow of Adulterie-: 
And followes it to death, | 

Medina, But hopefull Lord,we dde commiſerate, 
Thy bewitch't fortunes; afree pardor giue : 

On this thy true and noble penitence, 
With all we make thee Collonelof burhorſe ; 
Levied againſt the proud Venecitti ate. 

Sar9. ; thee"nor, giue life to hins, 
That fits with Rifus,andehe full-cheek'r Bacchus, . 
The rich and mighty Monarchy of the earth,” 

To me life is ten times moreterrible, 


Then death can be to me, Obreake my breaſt : 


Divines and dying men may-ralke of hel! 
Buzin my beart the ſruerall dwell | 
What Tanais, Nilus ior what ſwiſt? * 


What Rbeons ferier then the CataraR? © 
mf __ | Although 


- 


T he inſatiate Connte/ſe. 
Apr olis cold, the waucs of all the norcherne ſea, 
Shoul Fe cuer, through theſe guiltic hands, 
Yet the Gomnlecions ſtaine would extant be, 
Medina, Godpardon thee, we doe. 
Emter a meſſi eA ſhouts, 
Meſſenger. ———— Lord, vaco the death : 
But ſo ynwillingly, and vnprepar'd, 
That ſhe is rather forſt, thinking che ſumme 
She ſent to you of twenty thouſand pound, 
Would haue adhere life. 
Aedina. O Heauens! 
Is ſhe not wearic yetofluſt andlife? 
Had it been Creſſw: wealth, ſhe hould bave died; 
Her goods by law,are all confiſcateco vs, 
And die ſhee ſhall : her luſt, " 
Would make a ſlaughter houſe of Italy, |. 
Ere ſhe attaii'd x0 rwenty JReges,  B 
Three Earles, one Vicquot,andthis yaliant Spaniard, 
Are knowne to abecge the fuellto her luſt 
Beſides her ſecret louers, which charitably 
I iudge to have beene bur fo, hay ſamtarkeey wene, 
Here 1s a , wherein to view pM 
One te De 
pluck the tender Re opener, 
Doty and luſt The kao a eath, 
And hath ſhe yer any faWe hope of brearh-?. | 
Enter 15 ABBLLA, with ber baire hanging downe, « chaplet 
of flowers on or bog ame inher hand, Exe- 
cnt ioner her and with ber & Cardinall 
Iſabells, Whar place is this? | | 
> . There ſhould be on agreene Ichinke, 
ard. Medamerroyounonepther Gen yan denerdſdents. | 
1ſabell. Good Lord Cordinalidocace tiudderdus, | | 
T9 1047 Wis | 
And 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 
And as he ſay 's he findesno figneof death, 
Card, Good Madame,doe not ieft awsy your foule, - 
1ſab.O ſeruant,how haſt thou betrai'd my life? To Sago. 
Thou art my deareſt louer now I ſee, 
Thou wilt not leaue me;till my vn 
Blefſ't be thy hand, I facrificew k 
To it and vengeance : worthilyrhou didft, 
He died deſeruedly, not content ro inioy 
My youthand beauty, richerundary forrune: 
Bur like a Chroniclerof hisowneviee|s © 
In Epigrams addfongs;he wn'd my name, 
Renown'd me. for a Srrumpet in the Coutts, 
Of the French King , and thegrear goes >phrk 
Didi thou nor kill him drawcke;- 
Medina, O ſhamelefie woman? '-** 0 
Iſab. Thou ſhouldett veitivhe | endirac296Phis lA; © 
It might haue beene a womans vengeance | 
Yet I thankerhee Sago,/wnd wouldnot wiſh bimTuing as 
Were my life inſtant ranſome;} - ” 
Card, O Madame : iwyourſodtehene tharirie. A 
Iſab. Ther '«mioney for thepovre. ' Bites mn. 
Card. O Lady chis is but xbranth Rae. 
An oftentation,or'd Com 
Lerme infirutt your ſoule; for that, Ifeare 
Within the nerd gr Lars nds oye 
Lies in a dead eonfurnption't' goo | 
i[ab; Youpurme ro try backe my Lord, LY £ "te 
not that ſaueme, 
Card, Yes Madame, irrheeuerlaſting world,” © 
We ia, While were fri Erol hohbalt oe 
Ifh than 
Amen to all my wiſhes, MESLTE... , ea, 
Wher 's my Lord Media ? 
Medina. Here Iſabella, What wouldyou?” | 
May wer ot betepriew'd* '*- 


TY 


b- 


- 


The inſatiate. Counte/ſe. 
olis cold, the of all che norcherne ſea, 
Oy 


Yet the 
C_—_ Godpardoathec, wedoe. 


Meer FX eA ſhouts, 
Meſſe men Lord, vato the death : 
But ronillingl and vnprepar' | 
That ſhe is racer forſt, thinking the ſumme 
Sbe ſent to you of twenty thouſand pound, 
Would have affured berof life. 
HMedina. O Heauens! 
Is ſhe not wearie yetofluſt andlife?, 
Had it been Creſſ#s wealth, ſhefhould baue died; 
Her goods by law,are all confiſcateco ys, 
And die (hee ſhall : her luſt, 7 14 
toda aſlau beer houſe of Jraly, t 
Ere ſhe attaurd zo ewenty Jreges, 
Three Earles, one Vicouat,andthis yaliant Spaniard, 
Are knowne to abecne the fuellto — - 
Beſides her ſecret louers, which charicably 
I iudge to haue beene but few, =" cer Alain 
Here is a , wherein to view Ce nan 
And hath ſhe yer any falſe 


ANoble, vnfo! 
= 
Enter ISABELLA, with 


- her hand, as ce 
am—_ ber ik ET Laban 
ioner before her qd 


pluck the tender Ro 
RIES luſt, the leaſt of 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 
And as he ſay 's he findesnofign&ofdearh, 
Card. Good Madame, doe not ieft away your foule, -- 
1ſab.O ſeruant, how haſt thou berrai'd my life? To Sago. 
Thou art mydeareſ} louer now I ſee, 
Thou wilt not leave me;till my very death, 
Blefſ't be thy hand, I ſactificew 
Toit and vengeance : worthilyrhou didft, 


He died deſeruedly, not content ro Inioy 


My youthand beamy; od ap 6 ng | 
Bur like Ce IN. ar 70 ONE 
In Epigrams addfongs; tune, 49! 
nx 'd me. fora th drObers, | 
Of the French King , and yrs oped 
Didit thou nor kill him druwcke,- 

Medina, O ſhamelefle woman?! | 

Iſab. Thou ſhouldeft; veitinie eniract#oPhis lf; 
It might haue beene a womanyyengeance! 


us Yet I thankerhee. wonldner wiſh bimTiuing 
Were my life inſtant ranſomne;} - | _ 
Card, O Madame : ivyourſoulehent ehariri. o 
Iſab. Ther '«mioney fot thepoovre.  Gites ay” 


Card, O Lady chis is but «branch of charitie, 
An oftentation,or d hberall ” | 


Lerme inftrutt your ſoule, gti 
Wirhin the painted ſepulevendF Ogle 
Lies in a deade ool Midanne, 


[fab Youpunetomy bode wy Lock 7 wa; 

Car es ne; g wor 

Sago, Amen, Amen, wal 

I{ab. While tho wertry 
pen ney wt | 
Wher s my Lord Medina ?  Pagyes 

Afedina. Here Iſabella, Whoz would you?” * 

Iſab, May we not berepriew'd'* '*- 


aubed3 Medina, 


The inſatiate Counteſs. 
Medina, Mine honors paſt, you may not. 
Aeidina. Thinc honors paſt indeed, 
Iſab. Then ther's no hope of abſolute remiſſion, 
Medina, For that pretuly Conftflarwill cell you, 
Be dead to this world, for I{weare you dye, 
Were you my fathers daughter. |. 
Iſab. Can youdoe nothing my Lord Cardinall? 
Ml —_ then the w -n—nang Ar, BY ſaus 
t man, wangs power to K 
Iſab. You'rall for this world,chen rm 
Were youin En nnphect, 
Although you merited the crowne of life, - -/ 
And ftood+in Rate of grace, aſſlutd of it + . ' 
Old as yo! cn D . £44 
You'd creme the belpof the Phiſitis i ay 61950 | 
And wiſh your dayes n'd ove ſammer longer, 
Though all be griefe, * 


bour and.miſery, | 
Te IIS ot 


Tab. en never Lord 
Youvicſous Ee eD 


Tyrant of h 
Medina, The ficter to mgrte parts 1 >| | 16 


Cor Peace : 


chinkes 
ce,ſenthither by the diucll, She tends the 


not prouoke her. 
0 I knecle co theey + To Sugo, 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 
CMedind, Head's man, doe thine office. 
Iſab, Now God lay all thy finnes ypon thy head, 

And linke thee with them, to infernall darkneſle, 
Thou teacher of the furies cruelty. 
Card O Madame: teach your ſelte a better prayer, 
This is your lateſt hower, 
[/ab. He is mine enemie, his fight torments me, 
I ſhall not dic in quiet. | 
Med, I'le be gone: off with her head there, Exit, 
Iſab. Tak'it thou delight,to torture miſery? 
Such mercie finde thou in the day of doome. 
Sould, My Lord: hereis a holy Frier deſires, Enter Roberto 

To haue ſome conference with the priſoners. Comnt of Cipres 

Roberto, It is in priuate, what Thaue to ſay, in Friers weeds. 

With fatour of your father-hood. R 

(ard, Frier :in Gods name welcome. Roberto aſcend; 
Rob. Lady: it ſeemes your eye is ſtil the ſame, to Iſabe/le. 

Forgerfull of what moſtic ſhould behold, 

Doe not you know me then ? 

Iſab. Holy Sir : ſo farre youare gone frommy memorie, 

I muſt cake truce with time, ereI can know you. 

Robert, Bearerecord all, you bleſſed Saints in heau'n, 

I come not to torment thee inthy death : 

For of himſclfe hee 's terrible enough, 

Burt call to minde a Ladie like your £1 . 

And thinke howill in ſuch a beauteous ſoule, 

Vpon the inſtant morrow of her nuprtials, 

Apoſtafie and vilde reuolt would ſhew: 

Wich all imagine that ſhe had a Lord, 

Tealous, the Aire ſhould rauiſh her chaſte lookes : 

Doating like the creator in his models, 

Whe viewes them cuery minute, and with care, 

Mixt in his feareoftheir obedience to him, 

Suppoſc he ſung through famous Iraly, 

More commoa then the looſer ſongs of Petrarch ; 

To cuery ſcucrall Zanics inftrument, | : - 

I An 


The inſinte Count 
And he pocre wretch, hoping ſome better ſate, 
Might call ber back fromher Adulteratepurpoſe:; 
Liues ia obſcure, and almoſt ynknowne life , 
Till hearing, that ſhe is condemn'dto die : 
For he once lou'd her, lends his pined corps, 
Motion to bring him to her ſtage of honour 
Where drown'din woe: at her fo diſmall chance, | 
He claſpes her: thus he fals into a trance, | 
Iſab, O my otfended Lord lift vp your eyes : | 
Bur yet auert them from my loathed fight, | 
Had I with you inioyed the lawfull pleaſure, 
To which belongs,nor feare, nor publike ſhame : 
Imight haue liv'd in — diedin o_ 
Your pardon on my faultring knees 1 es 
Which ſhall n__— more peace vnto _ . , 
Then all the graue inftruQtions of the Church. 
Roberts, Pardon belongs vntoray holy weeds, 
Freely thou haſt it, farewell my 1ſabella. 
Let thy deatbranſome thy ſoule, Odica rare example, | 
The kifſe thou gau'ſt mein the church,here take, | 
AsT leaue thee, ſo rhou the world forſake. Exit Roberts, 
Clarid, Rare accident, ill welcome noble Lord : 
Madame: your executioner defires you to forgiue him., 
Iſab. Yes and giue him too, what muſtI doe my friend? 
Executioner, Madame: onelytie yp your haise, 
Iſabella. O theſe golden nets, 
That haue inſnar'd {o many wantenyouthes, 
Not one but ha's beene helda thred of life, 
And ſuperſtitiouſly depended on, 
Now to theblack, we muſt vyaile : what elſe? 
Executioner, Madame: Loſt intreat you blind your eyes. 
Iſ{abells, Thaue buedtoo long in darkneſſe my friend : 
And yet mine cies with their maieflicque lighc, 
Haue gotnew Mufes, in a Poets right 
They haue beene more gazed at thenthe God of Day: 
Theirhrightnes never could be fattered, 


Yet 


Thelefatiate Connte(F 

Yet thou command'{t a fixed cloud of Lawne, 

To Ecclipſe eternally theſe minuzes of light. 

What elſe? ] 
Executioner, Now Madame: al 's done, 

And when you pleaſe, Ile execute my office. 
Iſabella, We will be for thee ſtraight, 

Giue me your blefſing my Lord Cardinall: 

Lord, Iam well prepar'd : 

Murder and luſt, downe with my aſhes finke. 

Bur like ingratefull ſcede periſh in carth, 

That you may neuer ſpring againſt my ſoule, 

Like weedes to choake itia the heauenly harueſt, 

I fallto riſe, mount rothy maker, ſpirit, 

Leaue here thy body, death ha's her demerit, Serike, 
Cardin. Anhoſt of Angels be thy conuey hence, 
Medina, To funcrall with her body, and this Lords: 

None here Ihopecan taxe vs of iniultice : 

She died deſeruedly, and may like fate, 

Attend all women fſoinfatiate. Exeunt ommes, 

Enter AMAGO6 the Duke, the Watch and Senators, 

Dake I amamazed at this maze of wonder, 

Wherein no thred or clue preſents ir ſelfe, * 

To winde vs fromthe obſcure paſſages, 

What ſaies my Nephew? 
Watch, Still reſolute my Lord, and doth confefſethe theft, 
Dakg Wee 'll vic him like a fellon, cut him off: 

For feare he doe o_ our ſounder parts, 

yet why ſhould he fteale , 

That is a loaden Vine? riches tohim, 

Were adding ſands into the Libian ſhore, 

Or farrelefle charitic :what ſay the other priſoners ? 

Tn Like men WY world, 

'r ypon their your Nephew, 
Dwke. And he is yet alive, keepe themaſunder 
We may {ent out the wile, | 


2 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 


Enter ClLAttDiana and RoGrk obound: with a 
Frier and Officers, 
Rogers, My friend; is it the rigour of the law 
Iſhould beticd thus hard, le-yndergoeit : 
If not, prethee then lacken;yer Thauedeſeru'd it, 
This murder lies heauie on my conſcience, 
Clarid, Wedlocke,Lhere's my wedlocke;z O whore, whore, | 
whore, 
Frier. O Sir be quallified. . 
Clarid, Sir: Tam todic a dogges death, and will ſnarle a 
little 
At the old Segnior, y ou are onely a Parenthefis, 
Which I will leaue our of my execrations : burfirſt 
Toour quordam wines, that makes vs cry our Vowels 
In red Capitall letters, Io y arc cuckolds, O may 
Baſtard bearing with the panges of childbirth, be 
Doubled to him : may they haue euerrwins 
And be three weekes in trauell betweene, may they be, 
So Rivell'd with painting by that time they are thirty,that ic 
May be held a worke of condigne merit 
Butto looke vpon %*em, may they liue, 
To ride in triuwph-in a es 
And be crown'd with al the odious ceremonies belougingtoo't: 
May the cucking ſtoole be their recreation, 
And adungeon their dying chamber, 
May they haue nine lives like a Cat, to endure this and more; 
May they be burnt for witches of a ſudden, 
Andlaſily, may the opinion of Philoſophers 
Proue true, that women haue no ſoules. 
Enter Twuars and ABLIGALL, 
Thais, Wheat husband? at your prayers ſo ſeriouſly ? 
(1ari, Yes :afew orifons ; Frier thou thatftandit betweene 
The ſoules of men and the diuell, 
Keepe theſe female ſpirits away, 
OrI will renounce my faith elle 
Abig. Ohhusband, Llittle thougheto ſee yoh m this taking, 
"F Rogero, 


The inſatiage Countefe. 
Rogero, O whore, I little thought ro ſec youin this taking, 


I am gouernour of this caftle of cornets, 

My graue will be ſtumbl'd at, thou adultratwhore, 

I might haue liu'd like a Marchane. 
eAbig.So you may fill busband, , 
Rogero, Peace,thou art veric quicke with me, 
tix I by my faith,and {o I am husband, 

Belike you know I am with child, 
Rogero, A baſtard,a baſtard, a baftard : 

I might baueliu'd like a gentleman, 

And now I muſt die like a Hanger on: 

Shew trickes vypon a woodden horſe, 

And runnethrough.an Alphabet of ſcuruie faces: 

Doe not expeQt a goodlooke from me, 

Abig. O mee vnfortunate / 

Clarid. O tothinke whilſt we are ſinging thelaſt Hymne, 
And readie to be turn'd off, 

Some new tune is inuenting, by ſome Metermonger, 
To a ſcuruie Ballad of our death, 

Againe at our funcrall Sermons, 

To haue the Divine,diuide his text into faire branches ; 
Oh, fleſh and bloud cannot indure it, 

YetIwill take it patiently like a graue man, 
Hangman, tie not my halter of a true louers knot, 

I ſhall burſt it if thou dooſt, 

Thats, Husband, Idoe beſeech you on my knees, 
I may but ſpeake with you, Ile winne your pardon, 
Or with teares hike Niobe bedew a. 

(arid. Hold thy water Crocodile,and fayI am bound 
To doe thee no harme : werel free yet I could not 
Belooſer then thou ; Forthou art a whore. 
Agamemnons daughter that was facrific'd 
For a good wide, felt but a blaſtof the torments : 
Thou ſhould'ſt indure, I'de make thee {ſwownd 
Oftner, then that fellow that by his continuall praRtiſe 
Hopes to become Dxum Maior, | 

by I3 What 


The in/atiate Counteſſe, 

What fait thou to tickling to death with bodkins ? 
But thou haſt laught coo much at me alreadie, whore. 
Juſtice O Duke, and let menor hang in ſuſpence. 

Abig. Husband : I'le naile me rothe earth, but I'le 
Winne your pardon, 
My Iewdls, iointure, all Thaue ſhall flye : 
Apparell, bedding, He not leaue a Rugge; 
So you may come off fairely, 

Clorid. Fle come off fairely, Then beg my pardon; 
I had rather Chirurgions hall ould begge my dead bodie 
For an Anatomie,then thou begge my like: 
Iuftice © Dukce, and let vs die. 

Dwuke. Signior, thinke, and dally not with heaven, 
But freely tell ys, did you doe the murther ? 

Rogero, Thaue confeftic, ro my ghoſtly father, 
And donethe Sacrament of penance for it. 
What would your highneſſe mare? 

Clar. The like haue I, what would your highneſfle more ? 
And here before you all tak 'to*'my death. 

Dwkg. In Gods name then on to the death with them, 
For the poore widdowes that you leaue behinde, 
Though by the law, their are all confiſcate, 
Yet wee ll be their good and give 'em them, 

Clari, Oh hell of hels. Why did not we hire ſome villaine to 
fire our houſes ? 

Rog. 1 thought not of that, my minde was altogether of the 
gallowes. 

Clay, May the wealth 1 leaue behinde me, help to damne her, 
And as the curſed fate of curtezan, 
What ſhe gleanes wirh her traded arc, 
= one as a moſt due plague cheat from, 
In the laſt dotage of her tired luſt, 
And leaue her an vnputicd age of woe, 

I. Amen, Amen, 

Watch. ] never heard men pray more fervently, 

Rogere, © that a manhad ihe inflin& of a Lyon, 


He 


—_—  —— 
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He knowes when the Lioneſle placefals to him ; 
But theſe ſolaces, theſe wemen , 
They bring man to gray haires before he bethirrie, 
Yer they caſt out ſuch miſtes of flatterie from their breath, 
That amans loſt againe; ſure | fell into my marriage be e: 
Like the Leopard, well with ſober eyes would I had it ; 
Come graue and hide me from my blaſted fame; Exennt Ambo 
O that thou could'ft as well conceale my ſhame. with officers. 
Thai. our pardon & your fauor gracious Duke Women kneele, 
At once we doe implore, that haue ſo long. 
Decciu'd your royall expectation, 
Aſlur'd that the Comick knitting vp , 
Will moue your ſpleene, voto > 4 proper vic, 
Of mirth, your naturall inclination : 
And wipe away the watery couloured anger, 
From your inforced cheeke, 
Faire Lord, beguile 
Them and your ſaf't, with apleahng fmile, 

Dsks. Now by my life I doe, faire Ladies riſc, 
Inee'r did purpoſe any other end, 
To them and theſe debgnes. 
] was inform'd, 
Of ſome notorious errour, as I ſate in iudgement, 
And doe you heare? theſe night workes require a Cats eyes, 
To impiercedeieted darknefle: call back che priſoners, 

Cleri, Now whas other troubled newes, Enter Clarid, 
That we muſt back thus ? * and Rogero, 
Ha's any Scnator beg'd my pardon, with officers, 
Vpon my wiues proltitution to him, 

Rog. What a ſpight 's this,I bad kept in my breath of purpoſe 
Thinking to goe away the quieter,and muſt we now backe? 

Dwke. Since you are to die, wee'll giue you winding ſheetes, 
Whercin you ſhall be ſhrouded alive, 

By which we winde out all theſe miſcries, 

Segnior Rogers, beſtow a while your eye, 

And reade here of your true wiues Ghattity, Gives bims _ 
ofer70, 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 
Rog. Chaſtitic ?I will ſooner expett aleſuites recantation : * 
Or the great Turkes conuerſion, then Mr chaſticie, 
Pardon my le1ge, I will nor truſt mine eyes : 
Womea and Diuels, will deceiue the wiſe, 
Da* like Sir is apparant on your fide. Totother, 
CIF o? my wife? chaſte?ha's your grace your ſenſe, 
I'e ſooner belecue 
A coniurer may ſay his prayers with zeale, 
Then her honeſtie, Had ſhe been an Hermaphrodite 
I would ſcarce hath giuen credit to you, 
Let him that hath drunke loue drugs truſt a woman, 
By heau'n Irthinke, the aire is not more common, 
Duke. Then we impoſe aftrit command vpon you ; - 
On your Allegeange, reade whatthere is writ, 
Clzr. A writ of errour, on my life my liege. 
Duke. You'le finde it ſol feare, 


Cla, What haue we herethe Art of Brachigraphy? Lookes ont+ | 


Thais, Hee's ftung already, as if his eyes were turd on Per- 
fees ſhield. 
There motion is faxt, like to thepoole of Stix, 
eAbig. Yonders our flames, and from the hollow Arches, 
Of his quick eyes, comes commet traines of fire : 
Burſting like hidden furies,from their Canes, Reader, 
Your's till he ſleepe, the ſleepe of all 
The world, Rogers, 
Rogero, Marry and that Lethergieſcize you, reade againe. 
Clar.Thy feraaht ſo made by his ſtars, Rogero, Read, againe, 
A fre on your wandting ftarres Rogero, 
Rog. Sathan, why haſt thou tempted my wife? | To Clarid, 
Cla, Peace, ſeducer, I am branded in the forehead 
With your ftarre-marke, May the ſtarres dropypon thee 
And with their ſulphure yapours choakerthee;, erc thou 
Come at the gallowes, 
Rogers, Stretch not my patience /Mabomer, 
Clarid. Termagant that will ſtretch thy patience, 
Rogero, HadI knoywyethis I would hauc poiſon'd thee in 
the Chalice, 3 - 


CE ee I ERSRzES - 


VO ———_—_— 


The inatiate Counteſſe, 
This morning, when we recexued the Sacramear, 
C1ari. Slaue, knowſt thou thisztis an Appeadix to the Letrex, 
But the greater cemptation 1s hidden within. 
I w!Il ſcowrechy gorge like a Hawke: thou ſhalt ſwallow thine 
owne ftonein this letter, They bubble. 
Seal'd and delivered in the preſence of, 
Dake. Keepethem alunder, hit co ys, we command, 
Clari, O violent villayne, is not thy hand hereto ? 
And writ in bloud to ſhew thy raging luſt? 
Thais, Spice of a new haleer, when you goa ranging thus like 
Deuills, would you might burne tor't as they doe, 
Rogers, Thus us to lye with another mans wife: 
He ſalbe ſurero heare on't againe. 
Bue we arc friends, {weet ducks, kifſe ber, 
And this ſhall be my maxwneall my life, 
M A N never happy is till in awite, 
Clars, Here ſunkeour hate lower then any whirlepoole, 
And this chaſte kifſe | giue thee for thy care, kiſe. . 
That fame of women full as wiſe as faire, - 
Dake. You haue ſaued vs a labourin yourloue. 
Bur Gentlemen, why ſtood you ſo prepoſtrouſly 7 
Would you haue headlopg runne to lnfemyy;;.' 
In ſodefaw'd adeath y _ Oe 
Rogers, O my Liege, | bad rather roreto death with ? 
Bull, hen Darias* like,to hauc oneof my wings extend to. 414s, 
the other to Earope, mn Pg | 
W hat is a Cuckuld learne of me, ol | 
Few can tell his pedigree ,/ _ I 
Nor his ſubriil nature conſter, te 
Borne a man, but dycs a monſter, Ex 
Yeegreat Antiquaryes ſay, 
They ſpring from our eMethuſals, 
Who after Noabs flood was tound, 
To have his Creſt with branches crown'd, 
God in Edexs bappy ſhade, 
T his ſame creature made. 


The in/atiate Counteſſer 


Thento cut off all wii | $ © 204335" 27; liar » (1116 , 
Chckolds nc ofwomees mating THECAES h oi x - n 
Frem whole ſnares, good Lord deliver ys, pf 

Clari, Amen, Amen, | 
Before I would prouc 8 Cuckold, 1 woldindure 4 winters Þ4.- 
grimage in the Frozen Zone, - , | ob | my 
Goc {tacke naked through Mufcouia, where the Climate is 9, : 
degrees colder then Ice. | > ; 
And thus mucl: to all marryed mea, 
Now I {ce greatreafon why 
Loue ſhould mary ilouſie; 
vince mans beſt of life is fame, 
He had recde preleruc the ſame. 
When tis 1n a womans Keeping, 
Letnot Argos eyes beſlecping, 
Thepoxe i ynto Panders gwen AAA 
By the better powets of heauen, Me 
2t contaynes pure chaſtity, ' - ery 
. Andeach Virgin ſoucraignety, 
Woantonly (he op't and loſt ; 
Gift whereof,a God might boat. 
Therefore ſhoulditthow Diavs wed, .' _ 
Yet icalousof her bed, : \ | 

, \ Night, like a M 1scntred heauens great hall, 

Torches vihering the way : | 

To Riſar will wee conſecratethis 

Like Afoſſermis cheating of the brack. _, 

Weele make this nighethe day. Faire ioyes befall | 

Vs and our Actions, Arc you plealed all 2 Extunt emner, 
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The Countelſſe of Swewie diſcouered fitting at a Table 
coucred with blacke, on which ſtands two blacke Tar 
pers lighted, ſhe in mourning, 


EnterROnERTO (ount of (ypret,Gv1Do Count of Arſene, 
and Signior MIZALDVS, 


p N S/ JA; She's ſullenly reryred,as the Turtle : 
NY f E, { Euery day has beenea blacke day with her ſince 
SZ her husband dyed, and what ſhould wee vnruly 
members make here ? 

Gaid, As melancholy night maſquesvp heauens face, 
So doch the Euening-(tarre preſe mn wa} 
Vnto the carefull Shepheards gran eyes, 

By which vnto the folde he lzades his flocke. 

AMizald, Zuunds what a ſheepiſh beginning is here ? 'ris 
fid true, Loucis ſimplezand it may well hold, and thou art a 
ſimplelouer, 

R ber, Sec how yond Starre like beauty in a cloud, 
Illumines darkneſſc,and beguiles the Moone 
Of all her 707 er © 


The inſatiate Counteſſe. 


Mil, Well ſaid man i'the Moone. Was ever ſuch Aſtro- 
nomers ? Marry l fearc none of theſe will fall into the righe 
Ditch. 
Robert, Madame. . 

Count, Ha e Anna, what are my doores vnbarr'd ? 
Miz, Ile allure you the way into your Ladiſhip is opens 
Reb. And God defend that any.prophane hand 
Should offer (acriledge to ſuch a Saint, 
Louely 1/abella, by this dutious kille, 
That drawes part of my Soule along with it, 
Had I but thoughe my rude intrulion 
Had wak'd the Doue-like ſplgenc harbour'd within you, 
Life and my firſt borne ſhould not (atisfic 
Such a tranſgreſſion,worthy of a checke, 
But that Immortals wincke at my off-nce, 
Makes me preſume more boldly :1 am come 
To raiſe you from this ſo infernall ſadnelle. 
1/ab. My Lord of Cypres, doe nut mocke my griefe: 
Teares arc as due a Tribute to the dead, 
As feare to God, and duty vnto Kings, 
Loue to the Iuſt,or hate vnto the Wicked, 
Rober, $urcecale, 
Belccuc it is a wrong vnto the Gods: 
They faile againſt the winde that waile the dead, 
Andlince his keart hath wreſtled with deaths pangs, 
From whole ſterne Caue none trafts a backward path, 
Leaueto lament this neceſlary change, 
Andthankethe Gods, for they can giue as good. 

i/ab. I waile his loilc | Sinke him tennecubites deeper, 

I may not fcare his relurreRion : 

I will be (worne vpon the holy Writ 

I mornethus ferucnt cauſc,he di'd no ſooner ; 

Hee buried me aliue, 

And mued meevplike Cretan Dedolu, 

And with wall-cy'd Iclouſic kept me from hope 

Of any waxen wings to Hycto pleaſure. 

But now his ſoule her Argos cycs hath clo'sd, 


4 


The inſatiate Counteſſe, 
Andf am free asayre. Youofmy (ex 
In the firſt low of youth vic you - i» A 
Ducto your proper beauties, ere the ebbe 
And long waine of vnwelcome change ſhall come, 
Faire women play : ſhe's chaſte whom none will haue- 
Here is a man of a molt milde aſpeR, 
Temperate, cffeminate, and y loue, 
One that with burning ardor hath purſued me : 
A donatiue he hath of eucry God; 
eFpolls gaue him lockes, /ove his high front, 
The God of Eloquence his flowing ſpeech, 
The feminine Deitics (trowed all their bountics 
And beautic on his face : that eye was Inne's, 
Thoſe lips were his that wonne the golden Ball, 
That virgin-bluſh Dan's : here they meete, 
Asin a Synod. My Lords, I mult intreate 
A while your wiſht forbearance. 
Omnes, Weobey you Lady. Exit Guidoand Mizald, 
If. My Lord,with you l haue ſome conference, a. Rob. 
I pray my Lord, doc you woo eucery Lady 
In this phraſe you doe me ? 
Reb, Fairelt, till now, 
Loue was an Infantin my Oratory. 
I{ab, And kille thustvo ? 
Reb, 1 nee'r was ſo kilt, leaue thus to pleaſe, 
Flames into flames, ſeas thou pour'ltinto ſeas, 
Iſab. Pray frowne my Lord, let me {ce how many wiues 
You'll haue. Heigh-ho, you'll bury mel (ee. | 
R ob, In the Swans downe,and tombe thee in mine armes. 
I/ab, Thenfolkes ſhall pray invaine toſend me reſt. 
Away, you're ſuch anuther medling Lord. 
Rob. By heauen my loue's as chaſte asthou art faire, 
And both exceedecompariſon : by this kitle, 
That crownes me Monarch of another world 
Superiour to the firſt, faire, thou ſhalt ſee 
As vnto heauen, my loue o vntothee. (hand, 
1/ab. Alas poorecreatures,whenwe arc once o'the falling 
A3 A 


The inſatiate Connteſſe. 
A man may calily comeouervs, 
Itis as hard for vs to hide our love, 
Asto (hut linne from the Creators eyes. 
Itaith my Lord, 1 had a Months mindevnto you, 
As tedious as a full rip'd Maidenhead, 
And Count of Cypres, thinke my loue as pure, 
Asthe br(t opening of the bloomes in May 
Your vertues manz nay, let menot bluſh ro ſay fo : 
And fee for your ſake thus 1 leave to ſorrow, 
Beginne this ſubtile coniuration with mee, 
Andasthis T aper, due vntothe dead, 
I here extinguiſh, ſo my late dead Lord 
I put out cuer from my memory, 
That his remembrance may not wrong our loue, Put; owt 
As bold-fac'd women when they wed another, be Taper, 
Banquet their husbands with their dead loues heads, 

'K ob. And as ſacrifice this to his Ghoſt, 

With this expire all corrupt thoughts of youth, 

That fame-inlatiate Diuell Iealoulic, 

And all the ſparkes that may bring vnto flame, 

Hate betwixt man and wife or breed defame. 
Enter MIiZALDvs and MENDOSA, 

Guid, Marry Amen, I fay: Madame, are you that were in 
for all day, now cometo bc infor all night?tiow now Count 
Arſena ? 

Miz. Faith Signior not vnlike thecondemn'd malefaRtor, 
That heares his iudgement openly pronounc'd; 

But I aſcribe to Fate, Ioy [well your loue, 
Cypres, and Willow grace my drooping creſt. 
Kypber. We doe entendour Hymeneall rights 
With the next riling Sunne, Count Cypres, 
Next to out Bride, thewelcomſt to our fealt, 
(onnt, Arſ. Saner4 Maria,xhatthinkſtthou of this change? 
A Players paſliun Ie belecue hereafter, 
And in a 1 ragicke Sceane weepe for olde Priam, 
When fell ro 04. 4a with ſuppoſde 
And artificiall wounds tmangles his breaſt, 


The inſatiete Counteſſe. 

And thinke it a more worthy aQ co me 

Then trult a female mourning ore her [ouer 

Naught chatis done of woman ſhall me pleaſe, 

Natures ſtep-children rather her deſire. 

Miz. Learne of a well compoſed Epigram, 

A womans loue, and thus 'twas fung vntovs : 

The Tapersrhat ſtood on her husbands hearſe, 

Iſabel aduancesto alecond bed : 

Is it not wondrous (trange f&t to rehearſe 

Shee ſhould ſo ſoone forget her husband dead; 

One houre? forif the husbands life once fade, 

Both loue and husbandin one graue are laid, \ 

But we forget our (clues, Iam for the marriage 

* Of Signior Claridiana, and thefine M*'*, eAbizal. 

Count. Arſ, 1 for his arch-focs wedding Signior R ogero, 
and the ſpruce M*'*,7 has : but ſce,the folemne rites arc en- 
ded, and from their feuerall Temples they are come, 

Mizal, A quarrell on my life, 

Enter at dine doore Signior CLARIDIANA, ABIGAL bu wife, 
the Lady LENTVLvs with Roſemary as from Church. et 
the other deore Sigmior ROGER O and THATS bis wife ME N- 
DOSA'Foscarlt, Nephew to the Duke, from the Bridal, 
they ſee one another, and draw, Count eArſena and other; ſlep 
berweene them, 

Clarid, Good my Lord detaine menotr, I wilt cilt at him. 

Rogero. Remember, Sir, thisis your wedding day, 
And that triumph belongs onely ro your wife. 

Rogero, If you be noblelet me cutoff his head. 

Clarid. Remember o'the other (ide,you haue a maiden- 
head of your owneto cut off. : 

Rog. Ile make my marriage day like to the bloudy bridal 
eAMlcider by the fierie Centaurs had. 

T bais. Husband, deare Husband | 
Reg. Away with theſe catterwallers. 
Come on (ir. 
Clarid. Thou ſonne of alew, 
Gaid. Alas pourewench, thy husband's —— 
Clari 


— —_ 
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The inſatiate Counteſſe. 

Clerid. Begot when thy fathers face was toward th'Eaſt, 
To (hew that thouwould'ſt proue a Caterpiller : 

His Mcflas ſhall not ſaue thee from me, 
le ſcadtheeto himin collo 

eArſen, O frynot incholer fo Sir. 

Keger, Mountebancke with thy Pedanticall ation, 
Rimatrix, Buglors, Rhimocers, 

Atend. G-ntlemen, I coniure you 
By the vertues of men. . 

Rog. Shall any broken Quackſaluers Baſtard oppoſe him 
to mec in iny Nuptials ? No,bue Ile ſhew him better metrall 
then cre the Gallemawfrey his father vicd. Thou ſcumme 
of his mclring pots, that wert chriſtned in a Cruſoile,vvith 
Mercurics water, to ſhew thou would'ſt proue a ſtinging Al 
pis; for all thouſpirſt is e£gea fortz,and thy breath is acom- 
pound of poyſons (tillatory : if ! get withinthee, hadſt thou 
the ſcaly hyde of a Crocodile, as thou art partly of his na» 
ture, I would leaue thee as bare asan Anatomy at the ſecond 
veiwing. | 

Clarid. Thou Icw,of the Tribe of Gad, that ſure, there 
were none here but thou and{I, wouldſtteach mee the Art 
of breathing, thou wouldſt runne like a Dromidarie. 

Cer, Thou that art thetal'ſt man of Chriſtendomezwhen 
thou art alone, if thou doſt maintaine this to my face, Ile 
make thceskiplike an Ounce, 

Mewd. Nay, good fir, be you (hill, 

Roger, Let the Quackſaluers ſonne be ſtill : 

His father was (till, and ſtill, and till againe. 
Clarid, By the Almightylle ſtudy Negromancy but Ile 
be reueng'd. | 
Arſen, Gentlemen, leaue theſe difſentions, 
Signior R ogero, you are a man of worth. 
Clarid, True, all the Citic points at him for a Knave. 
Arſen, You are of like reputation Signior Claridiane 
The hatred twixt your Grandlires fri beganne, 
Imputeitto the folly of that age. 
Thele your dillentions may crea faRtion, 


Like 


— 


the ſpirit of L F | 
pl Clarid.Nor | ſuch a Centauge, halfe a man,halfe an Alle,and 
a Iew, 
Arſen, Nay,then wee will be Conſtables, and force a quiet : Exenne al 
Genelemen,keepe'em alunder, and helpe tu perſwade'em. the Men, 
, us Well Ladyes,your Husbands behauc'em as luſtily on Ab_ 
ir wedding dayes, as cre | heard any. Nay Lady widow, you T has. Avg. 
and I muſt haue a falling: you're of Signior Mrzaldme faction, and Mend. 
and I am your vowed encmie, from the bodkin to the pincale, 
Harke in your care. | 
 eAbigall, Well Thaw,O you're a cunning caruer : we two that 
any tiinetheſe fourtcene yeeres have called (ifters, brought and 
bred vp _—_—_ 73 as ten ney our wanton 
dreams, talkt all ni of youngmen, and many an 
idle houre, faltedypon CE a, 
practiſed all the petulant amorouſnetles that delights young 
Maides, yet hauc you conceal'd not-onely the marriage, but 
the man : and well you mighe-deceiue mee, forlle be {worne 
ou neuer dream'd uf him, andit (lands againſt all reaſon you 
ſhould enioy him youneuer dream'd of. ; 
Thaeir, Is notall chis the ſame in you? Did you ever mani- 
feſt your Sweet-hares noe, thatI mightnoſehim byt:!commen- 
ded his calfe, or his neather-lip 'a lignes that you were 
mri 5 ay Wes nor Fw ro 
gocs vpright,or has a gate re(t,as indeed, 
.- lince he is proucd a Axgm/ice,Lthoughethou wouldit have 
it into my hands what cre thad beene. y 
Abig. Well wench, wee hauecroile fates : our Husbands ſuch 
inueterate foes, and we ſuch entire friends, bue-the beſt is weare 
neighbours, and ous backe Arbors may afford vilieation freely : 
ler vs maintaineour laritie (till wharſocuer thy huſ- 
doe vnto thee, as I am afraid he will crofſeit ithenicke. ih 
B | Thaits "SRO 
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The inſatigteCannteſſe.  _- 
ſhall plcaſe mee in all.thar's certaine. Who ſhall 1 Wa eee 
my counſell if I mifle thee # who ſhall reach mre to vi 
bridle, when the reynesare in mine owne hand?what tolonol. urs - 
whentotake Phylicke ? wherexo be melancholy ? why, we two _ 
are one anothers grounds, without which would beno | 
Abig. Well (aid wench, and the Pricke-fong wee vic hall be 


our 
Thass, 1 will long for Swines-fleſh o'rhe fieſt childe. 
Abig. Wilroulittle ew ? AndIto kilſe thy husband -. 
Vpon the lealt belly-ake. This will madcm. 
Thais, | kilſethee wenchtor that, and with it confirme our 


friendſhip. 
Lady RO _ ſweare 
Lem, my ro roate : 
Yourbinhuniarmnemahwmg bet Crake 
Thatlike a man heated withwines and Juſt, 
Sheethar is next your obieR is your ware, 
Till the foule water haue quench out the fire. 
Youthe Dukes kinſman, teldme, I am young, 
Faire, rich, and vertuous;I my felfe will flatter 
My ſelfe, till youare gone, that are more faire, 
More rich,more vertuous, and morc debonaire : 
All which are ladders toan higher reach : 
Whodrinkes a puddle that maytaſte a (pring ? 
Who kiſſe a Subiet thatmay a King ? 
_ Yes, —— alwayes drinkesin puddle water, 
And as for huggings quiries. 
Faith, Madame, Ihe bord thee one of thele dayes. 
Lady. 1, burne'er bed mee my Lord z my vow is firme 
Since God harthcalled mee to this noble late, 


Much eo my griefe, of vertuous Widow-hood, 
Nu manſhall eucr come within my gates. 
poreh-holdtO widow, perceive 


Mend, Wilt thou ram vpthy 
You'reignorant of the Louers leges 
There is a tellow that by will aſſiſt 
To murther Princes [cancommand his (pirit. 


{ove cod multenioy, with ſuch limits, 

As one that kriowes i 

To be the Furies lifter, Thinke of me. 

eAmb, Ha, ha, ha. 

Mend, How now Lady, mo 

eAbiz, No, my Lord, nor doe wetake your toy, as they 

This sachildes birth, theemuſt ner be delivered befores tan, 

Though your Lordſhi bea Mid-wife for your chinne. 
Hend. Some bawdy riddle is't not ?-you long nit be night. 
Thaw, when re mem nmr afrer their mar- 

riage nighe. Siſter, ſee 

pr ' Why, doſt ehitikeNie make my Hurband aCuckold ? 

Come. 

Enter at ſenerall deores Count Arſewith CLAK 1D1aNA:GvIDO, 
RR MenDos awertes thee, 

Aſend, Signior Regero, are oo 

Rogere, Yes : does any min Yile like « ſheepe to the 

off my chanceoome 


Lord, your 
rods my hands: you doe ll how aCitizen,and 


"Cleid Cilkbetrocerataibe ind tucmne 
4 teeth rernbly : 

Bute 's the beaury wit paralel!, To Abigal. 
In whom the Gracesand the Vertues meete: 

In heraſpe&t milde Honour hes and ſmiles: 

And who lookes there, were it the fauage Beare, 

da won inn ry wr rebypbiNng 


But to be reconcil'd 
Ronny call ve ehert — tet it, 
[a hewen nd carhhapowe ber hat 


| Anda new heape 


